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A State of the World Report 


US Hostages: 
‘No Deal’ 


By Ed Kubelsky in Moscow 


The Soviet Union toda: fen- 
ded its decision to detain the two 
American hostages athan 
and Martha Hopper, rently 
under interrogation KGB 
paychiatrists in Arn 
Russian premier Mr Dubien- 
kin told Western reporters this 
ing he hz ‘conclusive 
ce that the couple, both 


heir Seventies, were secret!) 
| Spies who had gone io 
COW to plot the overthrow 
saw Pactalliance. We 
ise missile in their 
he told journalists. 
"Pop Hopper, a 
breeder from Sage- 
mado, is not noted 
nections with 
iccording to 
int in Wash- 
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Governed m eere queer 


| LJ Under the contro! of a democratically- 
| elected body at least 85 per cent of 
| whom are as mad as a hatter 
EF Governed by a party collective who are 
chnically dead 
C Under the sway of a monarch who 
thinks he is a barracuda 


[7] Unger the rule of a military junta who 
conduct foreign policy dressed as a 
Swiss Cheese 


eu Ruled by primitive chieftans who 
worship Russell Davies 


] Under the autocratic control of 


someone currently having an affair 
with a hand puppet 


Governed by religious fanatics who 
y believe Life is morally wrong 


Governed by Colonel Gaddafi 
ER) Governed by someone relatively 
sensible 


THE WORLD (Suicidal) 


Whoops ¥Apocalupse 


The slippery slope to World War Three 


WBC newscaster Jay Garrick writes: 


he teeth of the teleprinter begin to 

chatter. The whispering wires of the 
world throb out another mournful message. 
Crisis piles upon crisis, catastrophe upon 
catastrophe. We live today in a global 
tinder-box where the careless deeds of 
misguided men threaten daily to spark off a 
holocaust from which Civilisation would 
never recover. 

Sitting in the hot seat at the WBC 
newsdesk I know that at any time I may be 
handed an emergency piece of paper that will 
prove to be Man’s death warrant. It is a sobering DEl, 
Any day of the week, any week of the year, your friendly 
newsreader could suddenly be transformed into a shadowy 
spectre with lips of doom 

It is a grim and ghastly prospect. So what should we do 
about it? 

Well, capped teeth certainly help. Often the most 
depressing items of mass death and destruction can be 
lightened by a gleaming, impish grin flashed momentarily 
across one side of the newscaster's mouth. Also, when 
dealing with particularly frightening reports about Soviet 


missile build-ups a beguiling twinkle in the 
eye or a casual wink into camera can work 
wonders. Yessirree, I myself have recently 
purchased a pair of Glitterglass contact 
lenses, and I can assure you that in 
conjunction with a Hoya star filter they 
generate a really warming sparkle that can 
make a filmed report on terrorist bombings in 
Beirut seem almost reassuring. Also, they 
are tax deductable along with :ny recent 
dimple implant. 

} ¿+ ButI digress. 

What of the future? Well, my tailor is working on a 
lightweight safari jacket in reversible beige polyester 
which I am confident will add an air of optimistic breeziness 
to those daunting stories of Lebanese infanticide. 

But will it be enough? Frankly, the news I’m given to read 
today doesn’t engender much optimism. And unless our 
leaders respond swiftly and decisively to the current 
strategic problems on hand I am afraid we may soon find the 
world poised on the brink of a whole new age. 

The Stone Age. 

I'm Jay Garrick, good night and dream tight. 
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THE UNITED STATES 


Johnny Cyclops -The Apeman 


The stage was set. The Band of the American Marines | 
struck up “Hail to the Chief”, and sunlight streamed down 


a football player. Hardly surpris- 
ing. At the age of sixteen he was 
quarter-back for *he Kentucky Beav- 
ers in the team series which banished 
for ever the myth trat you had to be 
black to be’a negro. No black player 
could ever put them across the line like 
‘Shark-fin’ Cyclops. They say that 
when. Tallahassee Slugger Errol 
Hines saw the scorch marks Cyclops 
had left on the field he went home and 
decorated the bathroom ceiling with 
his brains. 

He has such a' classic, romantic 
profile you could almost take him for a 
movie star. He was. Even in the cruel, 
cynical industry that today is Holly- 
wood, where you're a has-been before 
the ink's dry on your contract, Johnny 
Cyclops is still the only Tarzar. that 


Edgar Rice Burroughs's celebrated 
apeman without thrilling to the mem- 


in a rhapsody of gold to highlight the warm, angular face of 
the man who ascended the platform to take an oath which | 
would nuake him the most powerful leader in the world. 


H e has the: wiry, muscular frame of 


ever mattered. And who can think of 


ory of Cyclops on the end of a creeper, 
flying through the steamy jungle and 
dive-bombing a gorilla's nest with a 
balleticeasethatis said to have caused 
Nijinsky to sit down and weep? Years 


| later, Olivier was to use recordings of 


Cyclops's chest-thumping scenes to 
assist him in his interpretation of 
ear. 
And now the culmination of his long 
d dazzling career: he was being 
inaugurated as the President of the 
United States. 


ho is he, this engagingly hand- 
some being with charisma 
glavids beneath every pore? And how 
did he achieve the political apotheosis 
which has now left him wit^«^:5 hand 
on the world's thermostat? 
Jonathan Johnny' Cyclops was born 
in smalltown Pocatello, Idaho — the 
heartland of the American tnid-West 
which produced Truman Capote, Babe 


Ruth and three of the Delta Rhythm 
Boys. Asa youngster he was overawed 
by the fairyland world of nature all 
around him. Using only a small 
pen-knife his Aunt Betsy had bought 
him for his first birthday, he found out 
how gophers work. And often, of a 


warm moonlit evening, he wouldsitup | 


late whittling a tactical guided missile 
from the sequoia logs in the back yard. 

His father, Procrustes Cyclops, was 
a deeply pious man and carried a 
locket containing a picture of Cardinal 
Richelieu. He had been a Republican 
since birth and frequently trod on 
hamsters. 

His mother, Minnie Cyclops, was a 
part-time store assistant and a co- 
founder of the Dada art movement. In 
1918 she suffered a severe brain 
haemorrhage which forced her to give 
up work and go round in a wheelchair 
dressed as Pistol from Henry IV. 

Cyclops distinguished himself at 
school in academic subjects and sports 
alike. He wenton to Harvard where he 
met his first girlfriend, Blanche Ves- 
sel, who, like Cyclops, was majoring in 
History and Theology. Cyclops got on 
well with Blanche, but could not agree 
with her proposition that God may 


have created Man in the Image of his 


lunch. 

Throughout his university career 
he attacked his studies with vigour. 
Political philosophy had always held a 
special fascination for him since the 
night he saw Bella Lugosi on a 
late-show. The experience had demon- 


strated to him that there was not such | 


an ideological gulf between Nosferatu 
and Friedman as some writers 
imagined. 

When, eventually, he revealed to his 
careers mistress that he wanted one 
day to become President of the United 
States she laughed at him. Afterwards 
he went home and told his parents and 
they laughed at him too. Even when he 
told Blanche she just stood there and 
laughed at him. 

Allatonce, Johnny Cyclops knew he 
had the necessary qualities to become 
President. 


FE seventeen years Cyclops rep- 
ressed his urge to enter politics 


who reached the top of the tree 


| 
President Cyclops aged six months... they say 
he refused to say his first word until he had 
consulted with lawyers 


Mos. 
= 


| ‘Hammerhead’ Cyclops... he wore a jockstrap 
made of reinforced concrete which took six 
hours to set. 


and went on to become the doyen of the 
celluloid who enchanted millions the 
world over. It was not until his movie 
career found itselfon the skids that he 
decided the time had come to return to 
his true love. 

He had first been impressed by the 
policies of the Republican Party at a 
rally in Mobile, during which Barry 
Goldwater delivered a speech query- 
ing the rationale of wages. Was any 
social system a fair one, he argued, 
which paid a hooker fifty times as 
much as its president, and shouldn't 
the latter at least get to wear rubber 
stockings? 

Taking this as his own theme, in 
1951 Cyclops toured the state of 
Alabama in his campaign for Gover- 


Blanche Vessel... Cyclops's affair with her 
lasted three semesters. He finally left her after 
she played in dubbed laughs while they were 
making love. 


nor. At one point his election team 
was accused of conducting a smear 
campaign against the Democrat can- 
didate Joel Scheider But, despite a 
series of libel suits filed by Mr 
Scheider and the sheep involved, 
Cyclops came through it all 
unscathed, and went on to take the 
state with a resounding majority. 

The rest is history During his 
stewardship ofthe Deep South Cyclops 
made strenuous efforts to broaden 
his appeal by forging closer links with 
minority interest groups. In a speech 
to his party caucus in '62 he announced 
plans to fund a new open-air crêche for 
lesbians, and a scheme to deal with 
urban deprivation among Cherokee 
Indians under which scalps would 
become tax-deductable. And in a 
public address to the National Zionist 
Foundation he claimed he had alway 
been a strong supporter of all Jewi 
tribes, and the incident in 1934, w 
Louis B. Mayer and the dead pij: haa 
just been high spirits. 

Many said he would never make it to 
the White House, but here he is. His 
own particular brand of no-nonsense 
oratory — a mixture of rhet vic, 
humour, and a trick in which he pulls 
razor ^!^»2?e$ from his mouth on a long 
piece . «a ston — have made him a 
national hero overnight. 

Above all, he is a sinceve man. He 
may not know where Denmark is, or be 
completely sure whether or not 


' Eee | 


SEXY GIRLS 


INSTITUTE ^. 


— | 


Lake Mulberry, Idaho, where Cyclops went 
canoeing and hunting in the nearby pine 
forests. The area has since been redeveloped. 


Cyclops's former campaign manager Blackie 
Poiemkin. He now works for a mailbag firm. 


Rumania is a communist country, but 
he does care. He cares deeply about 
every one of America's fifty one states, 
and not merely the ones he can name. 
Wisconsin and Montana, for instance, 
have nothing to fear in this respect. 

And his policy for an. American 
renewal is simple. He believes in a 
land ‘ree from war and bloodshed: he 
believes in a land without inflation 
and unemployment; he believes. in 
pixies, fairies and goblins. 

He is a man we all wish the best of 
luck and success as today wesalute our 
new national leader — President 
Johnny Cyclops. 


Reprinted from the Washington Post on the day of 


. his inauguration. 
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Tarzan battles with the Guardian of the Sapphire Jaguar in Tarzan's Magic Battle. For extra realism 
Cyclops was replaced in the action shots by an onimated model. The catis real. 


Johnny Cyclops- 
The Hunk next door 


was MGM's Head of Production, Irv- 
ing Thalberg. 


hen Johnny: Cyclops strode off 
the field aftef-4 gruelling game 
against the New-York? Bears on 27 
August 1933 he little gealised what 
plans Fate had in Store for him. 
American Football was always an 
exhausting and tough game, particu- 
larly as it contained ho rules what- 
soever and relied entirely upon the 
players’ improvisation. -As Cyclops 
entered the dressing-room, limping on 
both legs, he espied a small, swarthy 
figure leaning on the Coke machine. It 


is forehead matted with sweat, 
Cyclops wearily grabbed an ice 
cold bottle of mineral and opened it in 
his characteristic manner. Thalberg 


Cyclops a proposition that was to 
change his wife. The contract was 
signed in the showers and Cyclops was 
ensconced on a plane to Hollywood 
before Thalberg was even dry. Johnny 


spat out the bent bottle cap and made | 


‘Sperm Whale’ Cyclops of the Ken- 
tucky Beavers was to become Johnny 
"Tarzan ofthe Apes' Cyclops, he-man of 
the wide screen and future darling of 
MGM, the studio that boasted more 
stars than there were in heaven. The 
studio publicists went to work with 
mercurial dispatch. Cyclops's teeth 
were fixed, his nose bobbed, and his 
parents rewritten by Edgar Wallace. 
He was given daily acting lessons, but 
was not allowed to neglect his studies: 
his tutors afterwards claimed he had 
an IQ equal to none. And yet through- 
out it all Johnny Cyclops remained a 
shy and simple man, with a strong 
sense of integrity and decency. 
Whenever he undressed in front of a 
costume fitter he insisted on looking 
the other way. 

In his first picture, Tarzan King of 
the Apes, Cyclops was teamed with 
Mona DuBarry, a former heart-throb 
of the silent screen who had to have a 
cue card telling her to shut her eyes 
during a kissing scene, and another 
one telling her to open them again. 

Recalls Mona: 
Johnny was quite 
simply the hand- 
somest movie actor 
ever to work in 
Hollywood, with 
the possible excep- * 
tion of Charles 
Laughton. He 
quickly gravitated 
to the school of 
method acting, as taught to him by 
Cheetah, the wonder chimp. A lot of 
folk claimed there was a rivalry 
between the two, simply because 
Cheetah always got the girl, but that 
was untrue. He loved that chimpasifit 
were his own uncle, and, when finally 
Cheetah overdosed following his 
break-up with Fay Wray, Johnny was 
so upset he cancelled the funny papers 
for a week! 


hen Thalberg died tragically in 

1936 Cyclops found himself 
under the aegis of L. B. Mayer. 
Eternally a difficult man to please, 
Mayer had allegedly delayed his own 
circumcision as a baby, by having 
himself sent back six times for recut- 
ting. The Tarzan pictures, Cyclops 
soon discovered, were his least con- 
cern. Disaffected, Johnny Cyclops 
sought solace in the heady, glamorous 
social life that is part and parcel of the 
Hollywood movie industry. 


| As a box-office goldmine, Cyclops 

| could take his pick of the myriad 

| young starlets currently on offer. His 
insatiable appetite was widely publi- 
cised, and it is said he once had his 
inside leg measured for a paternity 
suit. He quickly palled up with Errol 
Flynn, and appeared as a witness in 
Flynn's legendary divorce case, when 
hissecond wife cited the crowd scene in 
Ben Hur as co-respondent. 


His most notable off-screen affair 


around this time was with another of 


his co-stars, Olivia Wong. 


*s Remembers Olivia 
‘Cyclops was a 
lousy After a 
session in the sack 
he used to take out 

pack of chocolate 
cigarettes because 
you didn’t need so 
much breath to 
suck them. The 
stories about his 
ype put around by 


111 several occasions 
d-in to fake an 
und it difficult to 


concentrate. Sometimes while we 
were doing it he'd be playing scrabble 
on the pillow. On one occasion when we 
were halfway through he said he 
wanted to watch the ball-game. So I 
rigged up a mirror on the wall, but he 


said that wasn't what he meant. He 


was one crazy guy. 


‘tollon C elote inition! fiebat 
His parts grew smaller and so did his 
movie roles. Desperately, he clung to 
RKO like a wound toa leech, but it was 
quite clear by this time that his movie 
career was on the wane. Few things 
went right for him from now on. He 
would return home from the movie lot 
at nights wondering how in hell he’d 
managed to lose $10,000 playing snap 
with Harpo Marx. And the girls who 
had swarmed around him when he was 
a man of substance suddenly ditched 
him like a hot potato. A TV series in 
the late fifties received indifferent 
reviews but helped to finance his 
| embryonic career in politics. His days 
as an actor on the big screen were at an 
| end; his days as an international 
statesman were only just beginning. 
Repeating the words of Al Jolson, he 
told Time magazine in 1961: ‘You ain’t 
seen nothing yet? Few of America’s 
movie critics would disagree 


Resi ds o at ist tl 


Johnny Cyclops Filmography 


TARZAN KING OF THE 
APES (1934) 


A 


uj 
starring Johnny Cyclops, 
Mona DuBarr y, with 'Cheetah' 
the wonder chimp. 
Tarzan meets Jane after a 
jungle plane crash and 
together they defeat 
O'Callaghan the crooked ivory 
poacher. Directed by Sol W. 
Hahn for MGM (Black and 
White). 
*...effortiess family 
entertainment' - NEW YORK 
TIMES. 


TARZAN FINDS A MATE 
(1935) 

starring Johnny Cyclops, 
Mona DuBarr y, with 'Cheetah' 
the wonder chimp. 

Jane teaches Tarzan how to 
eat, but their fish courseis 
interrupted by a gang of opium 
smugglers. Directed by Sol W. 
Hahn for MGM (Black and 
White). 


*...humdrum fare... — VARIETY. 


TARZAN'S SILENT FURY 
(1936) 

starring Mona DuBarry, 
Johnny Cyclops, with 
‘Cheetah’ the wonder chimp, 
*Tantor' and the Paparelli 
Dwarfs. 


(5 


> 


When Tarzan is rescuing the 
village from the killer elephant, 
Jane is tied to the sacrificial 
stake of the Volcano God by 
the goat men. Directed by Sol 
W. Hahn for MGM (Black and 
White). 

*...ridiculous storyline... — 
CHICAGO EXAMINER. 


TARZAN'S NINE LABORS 
(1937) 

starring Mona DuBarr y, 
‘Cheetah’ 'Tantor', Johnny 
Cyclops and introducing 
Olivia Wong. 

Princess Beula of the City of 
Ants sets Tarzan the ten 
labours of Hercules to win 


Jane's freedom. Directed by 
Walter Kong for MGM (Black 
and White). 

.. dialogue unfit for a chimp... 
—SCREEN INTERNATIONAL. 


TARZAN AND HIS SON 
(1939) (Uncompleted) 
starring Olivia Wong, Johnny 
Cyclops. 

(Production suspended due to 
condition of Miss Wong.) 
Directed by Jonathan Cyclops 
for MGM (Technicolor). 


TARZAN'S DEADLY PERIL 
(1939) 

starring Mona DuBarry, Chuck 
Detroit, Johnny Cyclops. 
Tarzan is bitten by a scorpion 
and falls into a deathly coma, 
while Jane has an adventure of 
her own with Dirk Thrust, the 
fur-trapper from Philadelphia 
hunting the fabled Giant 
Mastodon of the Interior. 
Directed by Sam Boasberg for 
MGM. 

*... Cyclops overacts as usual... 
— FILMS ILLUSTRATED. 


TARZAN AND THE SNAKE 
WOMAN (1942) 

starring Johnny Cyclops, 
special guest star: Loretta del 
Perez. 


Juanita of the Serpent People: 
hypnotises Tarzan into 
thinking he is a Black Mamba, 
and orders him to bite Chief 
Umzimba by crawling up his 
trouser leg at the Ceremony of 
the Wasps. Directed by Prince 
Donkey for MGM (Blackand 
White). 

..come back Fatty Arbuckle, 
ali is forgiven... - THE HAYS 
OFFICE. y 


TARZAN'S GREATEST 
HORROR (1934) 
starring Johnny Cyclops, 
Drusilla Krabs. 
Tarzan and the new Jane 
journey together to South 
America and foil Dr von 
Streichroven's Nazi plot to 
turn the Amazonánto a U-bnat ... 
base. Directed by Rikky Penis '* 
for MGM (Black and White). 
..Miss Krabs flounders — 
than the U-boats.. 
PICTUREGOER. 


TARZAN AND THE 
FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 
(1944) (Uncompleted) 
Production suspended due to 
the condition of Mr Cyclops. 
Directed by Sol W. Hahn for 
MGM. 


DANGEROUS WEEKEND 
(1948) 

starring Johnny Cyclops, 
Joan Stainless. 

In the first of his new 
seven-picture contract with 
Goldwyn, Cyclops plays Harry 
Rule, a disenchanted athlete 
whose alcoholism causes him 
one last weekend of morbid 
reflection while his wife 
threatens suicide. Directed by 
Nat Fong for Samuel Goldwyn 
Productions. 

‘... Stainless copes brilliantly... ' 
— VARIETY. 


TARZAN’S MAGIC BATTLE 
(1949) 

starring Johnny Cyclops, 
Olivia Wong. 

Tarzan makes a pact with the 
Giant Leopard Men of 
Zimbabwe to spare Jane's life 
if he will bring them the heart 
of the Fabled Sapphire Jaguar. 
Directed by Harry Platt for 
RKO. 
*...Crap... 
TODAY. 


TARZAN'S CINCINNATI! 
ADVENTURE (1952) 
starring Johnny Cyclops, 
Olivia Wong. 

Jane takes Tarzan to meether 
brother Zip in the United 
States, but reckons without 
theinterference of the 
notorious Puerto Rican street 
gang known as The Blades. 
Directed by Howard Hughes 
for RKO. 

'...makes West Side Story look 
like Proust... — FILMS 
ILLUSTRATED. 


AROUND THE WORLD IN 80 
DAYS (1956) 
starring David Niven, 
Cantinflas, Robert Newton, 
Shirley Maclaine, Charles 
Boyer, Joe E. Brown, John 
Carradine, Ronald Coleman, 
Noel Coward, Finlay Currie, 
Johnny Cyclops, Andy Devine, 
Marlene Dietrich, John 
Gielgud, Hermione Gingold, 
Cedric Hardwicke, Trevor 
Howard, Glynis Johns, Buster 
Keaton, Beatrice Lillie, Peter 
orre, John Mills, Robert 
rley, George Raft, Cesar 
o, Frank Sinatra, Red 
ón, Ed Murrow. 
id by Michael Anderson 


— CELLULOID 


nik Kevin Maclory for United 


rtigts: 
. Mh ops as the Other 
Es ing Instructor mars a 


~ Yalittering sequence.. 


INGTON POST. 


E GREAT WHITE 
HUNTER (TV series 
ETT 


starring Johnny Cyclops and 
Jay Silverheels. 
'...safari suit hides the 


paunch...’ —TV. iaa 


dla: OGNI INY 


745 am. The alarm clock in the presi- 
dential bedchamber rings and Cyclops 
rises from his king-size Georgian bed, 
dresses, and downs the coffee brought 
in for him by White House valet Don 
Bixby. He will not wake up for another 
hour. 

8.15 am. Cyclopstakesthree baths. His 
concern for hygiene is legendary. 

8.35 am. Cyclops meets a delegation 
from the Gambian Embassy who 
think today is his birthday. Anxious 
not to offend, he accepts their gift of 
three water buffaloes and promises to 
try the bone through his nose at the 
earliest opportunity They play a 
medley from Gershwin on the tom- 
toms and leave. 

8.45 am. Cyclops gets out of the bath. 
8.50 am. Cyclops has a working break- 
fast: shellfish soup, filet mignon, 
artichoke salad, California red wine 
and fruit compóte, during which he 
scansthe morning papers for reactions 
to his latest round of welfare cuts. The 
New York Times reports a further dip 
in his popularity rating. He is now six 
points below the Pillsbury Dough Boy 
and gaining on Lee Harvey Oswald. 
He cries, for he is a sensitive man. 

9.05 am. Cyclops opens his bowels 
flanked by four bodyguards. In the 
White House nothing is left to chance. 
9.10 am. Cyclops crosses the Rose 
Garden Colonnade to the Oval Office 
and goes over the morning mail with 


his personal secretary, Wilma Gatling. 
His letters are divided into two trays, 
marked 'Abuse' and 'Not known at this 
address: 

9.30 am. Cyclops receives his National 
Security Adviser and Presidential 
Counsellor known throughout the 
building as The Deacon. Together they 
kneel and pray for the Democrat 
Party's election candidate to be 
granted a withered arm, and then they 
commence the day's paperwork. Seven 
applications for the death sentence to 
be commuted are refused because, 
says The Deacon, it will help foster the 
Bigot Vote. Cyclops pauses before 
signing an authorisation for death by 
stoning. ‘What happened to the gas 
chamber and electric chair?' 'Energy 
conservation; is the reply. ‘Good for the 
Ecology Vote? Cyclops nods and puts 
pen to paper. It is typical of his 
meticulous style. 


ae t s 
B mt: 


A dayinthe life of the President 


How Cyclops copes with his crowded schedule 


10.45 am. Cyclops takes a call from CIA 
chief Gus Mankiewicz who says that 
the new revolutionary junta in Saudi 
Arabia may cut off US oil supplies. 
Cyclops manages a smile and wise- 
cracks: ‘Sammy Davis better start 
laying off some hairdressers? Mank- 
iewicz has a wife and three children, so 
he laughs. 

10.55 am. Cyclops is briefed on the 
latest Soviet troop movements in 
Poland, and queries the spelling of | 
bazooka. It is this fine eye for detail 
which his aides believe will keep the 
Russians guessing. 

11.15 am. Cyclops has a working 
brunch of stuffed trout with duck páte, 
eggs benedict, chicory coffee and 
flapjacks in maple syrup topped with 
honey, almonds and whipped cream. 
He jokes to his aides: “This will make 
me fat? They all laugh for 11 minutes. 

11.38 am. Three minutes ahead of 
schedule, Cyclops moves from the desk 
to his candy-coloured wing-back chair 
by the hearth, where he receives 
Treasury Secretary Ronnie Syclops. 
Cyclops opens the discussion on a light 
note by remarking on the similarity in 
their names. Syclops says he had 
never noticed this. They both laugh for 
94 minutes. 

12 noon. Cyclops takes a seat in the 
Cabinet Room for a packed agenda 
with his budget directors. Another 
large reduction in welfare is agreed. 


Fiscal Counsellor Ed Belafonte jokes 
that this will send Cyclops's popular- 
ity down below Benedict Arnold. 
Cyclops is helped over to the couch and 
given a glass of water. 

| 100 pm. Time for the President's daily 

, meeting with his security council. 
Since time is tight Cyclops settles for a 
working lunch of shrimp and barley 
soup, corned beef on rye, pretzels, Big 

| Mac quarter-pounder with cheese, 
and a salami and onion side salad with 
low-calorie Pepsi. A controversial 

| plan to napalm El Salvador breezes 
through without comment. 

| 3.30 pm. Cyclops receives Finnish 

Foreign Secretary Bag Mugenhaeker 

inthe White House Press Room, where 

they pose chatting on the sofa for 
photographers. Although Cyclops 


HE smile is as fragrant as the 
saffron and tulips that festoon 
her sitting-room. In a champagne 
tweed skirt and tasteful silk blouse 
she is a picture of American 
womanhood. Her huge hazel eyes 
twinkle with impish mischief while 
her long, set ruby lips pretend to 
give nothing away. 

Friends close to America’s First 
Lady say she hasa deeply analytical 
brain that is constantly fizzing and 
probing, skilfully dissecting world 
events and instantly assessing their 
impact on the cut and thrust of her 
husband's complex political career. 
It is a side of her nature she keeps 
well under control in public. 

With an enchanting ingenuous- 
ness that could easily be mistaken 
for naiveté among those who do not 
know her better she parries the 
questions fired at her by reporters. 

"The President has made no public 
statement to date about the com- 
plete and utter collapse of American 
influence in Saudi Arabia, and the 
possibility our oil supplies may soon 
be decimated. Can you tell us 
madam, his reactions to the situa- 
tion? 

“Well... 

Jane Cyclops recrosses her slen- 
derlegs with a tantalising crackle of 


Bunch. 


speaks no Finnish he is not worried: 
Mugenhaeker speaks no English. 
After the Press have departed they 
converse for twenty minutes using 
sign language. 

4.15 pm. Cyclops has a working tea 
consisting of pepperoni pizza, banana 
fritters, ice-cream soda and a light 
mixed vegetable omelette. 

5.20 pm. Cyclops watches The Brady 


720 pm. Time to depart for tonight's 
grand state dinner at the French 
Embassy in Massachusetts Avenue. 
Cyclops arrives in his bullet-proof 
limousine and is escorted to the 
packed banqueting-hall where he has 
a crispbread and a glass of seltzer. He 
tellsthe assembled French dignitaries 
he hopes relations between their two 


The Dutiful Wife 


A A3 


The first Lady... Bertrand and Jane Russell 
in one. 


her bullet-proof petticoat. The 
thought appears to trail off for a 
moment as the bosom which took 
her to the finals of Miss Wyoming 
1943 heaves a sigh of inscrutable 
complexity. Those lustrous faraway 
eyes speak volumes for the interna- 
tional ramifications she is turning 
over in her mind. 

' guess its just one of those 
things; she replies at length, with 
deceptive simplicity. In fact it is an 
answer of such implicit depth you 
feel like breaking into a round of 
applause. 

A rookie from the Albuquerque 


An interview with Jane Cyclops 

Er Æ Examiner asks why Cyclops gave 
theorderto slash Medicare by 68 per 
cent. She politely ignores the ques- 
tion as if it were a boring suitor, and 
everyone understands. 


husband's recent decision to station 
MX missiles in Disneyland? 


light of the sparkling White House 
chandeliers as she struggles to 
crystallise the plethora of social and 
strategic issues into a simplified 
form her less gifted listeners can 


grasp. 


hair dazzles you with its inherent 
intellect, elegantly sheathing, as it 
does, one of the keenest political 
brains in the Western hemisphere. 


arms as if to sublimate the nuances 
of her profound cosmic reasoning 
into a physical, living act. Once 
again she replies with disarming 
conciseness. 


bathed in a warm glow, knowing 
they have been in the presence of 
true eloquence. 


THE UNITED STATES 


countries will flourish and is then sick 
on the table. 

10.45 pm. Another hectic yet typical 
day over with, Cyclops is fast asleep 
the second his head hits the pillow. He 
will get up another seven times before 
his alarm clock rings again tomorrow. 
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Cyclops's memo pad... doodling helps the 
President to concentrate. 


How did she feel about her 


*.. Well, I guess. .? 
Her stockings shimmer in the 


"You see. . 
Her gorgeous strawberry-blonde 


‘Really, I suppose. .: 
Shehugsherselftightly with both 


‘It’s just another of those things: 
The Press file from the room 


THE UNITED STATES 


How the cartoonists see him... 


c T. 
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doing..: 


"When! die, Deacon, will | get to go to Heaven?” 
"That depends whether they run day-trips, sir: 


| “SINCE CYCLOPS TOOK OFFICE 


| | HAVENT BEEN ABLE TO STOP HIM” 


8 


\ 


and 


A 


...l've been a professional footballer .. 


a= A 


. a Hollywood movie star... 


American President. Sometimes | wonder why I didn't make something of 
my life: 


ILL NOT TOLERATE " ISRAELI EXPRESS?" 


TERRORISM! " 


I f => 
‘ HAVE YOU AN'Y IOEA 
WHERE You MIGHT HAVE 
LEFT THEM, MA PRESIDENT! 
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"THAT SHOULD Do Mns 


"Not an exact likeness, | agree, sir, but the sculptor was an 
impressionist.. ! 


POPULARITY RATING 


mt - ] `I realise it's a long shot, Mr. President, but we'll give it three days and see.. ’ 


THE UNITED STATES 


The Deacon moves 


ma mysterious way 


Why President Cyclops is taking holy orders... 


4 '"hrist may sit on God's right hand, but He's just keeping 
theseat warm for The Deacon: 

The gag going round Capitol Hill hasa point. As National 
Security Adviser, presidential counsellor and Cyclops's 
closest policy adviser, the tall, Gothic cathedral of a man 
from Tuscaloosa, Ala., is now generally acknowledged as 
the power behind the throne, and the true shaper of 
America's foreign and domestic strategy. 

Critics argue that such monolithic influence is un- 
healthy. 'Cyclops was kicked in the balls the other day and 
had to ask The Deacon if it hurt' goes another joke. And 
certainly it is a truism that the President relies upon his 
firebrand confidant to an extent unparalleled in modern 
American politics. 

And yet for all his national prominence and TV exposure 
— he is a regular guest preacher on the Kleenex-Chivas 
Regal Confess-In Show for WBC — The Deacon remains to 
thisday something ofa mystery man. Anda true idea ofthe 
man's background can best be gleaned by speaking to those 
who have known him... 


Miss Morgana Levi, First Grade 
teacher, Alamo High, Tuskegee: 
'He had a phenomenal aptitude for 
Religious Knowledge. I once saw him 
entering an exam room carrying a 
large cask of water. He said it was for 
the Gospel practical. I told him not to 
be so foolish, and poured the water 
^ away into the school pond. For a week 
after that the ducks kept falling over. He was a strange boy. 


Zebedee Lash, Minister at the 

Pensacola Chapel of the Righteous 

Redeemer, Fla.: 
ss ‘As a child he took every word in the 
Bible literally and believed that a man 
could get pregnant by eating spare 
ribs. He was also a passionate believer 
in the power of faith, and claimed it 
could be used to heat three million 
homes by 1977. His personal application of the scriptures 
was a consummate delight. He enjoyed practising the Ten 
Commandments so much he kept asking if there were any 
more. Of course now and again his interpretation did go 
slightly awry, like the time he tried to crucify Jimmy 
Osmond in accordance with the text "suffer little children"; 
but basically the boy was a model of piety. 
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Professor Luther Kirkup, Univer- 
sity of Yale, Divinity and Religious 
Studies Department: 

'His devotion to his faith was 
unshakeable. He used to blow his nose 
on tiny replicas of the Turin Shroud. 
Guys who lodged with him told me he 
would bake sausage rolls in the shape 
of The Cross in which the pastry rose 
on the third day. While still a freshman he became president 
ofthe Christian Union and led an all-out pray-in calling for 
the introduction of a 38-week Lent. There was a story that 
heonce went uptoa coloured student and told him black and 
white should stick together — and then demonstrated this 
using tar and feathers. Whether it was true or not I never 
found out: 


The Rev. Haig Bollock, pastor at 
the Church of the Sacred Heart, 
Providence, Ky.: 

'He joined us for a time as a lay 
preacher and frightened the town half 
to death with those fire-and- 
brimstone speeches of his. When he 
stood up in the town hall and said the 
end ofthe world was at hand the whole 
community took it straight to heart. The Catholics staged a 
last-minute mass, the Anglicans organised an emergency 
communion, and the local synagogue held a closing-down 
sale. To be candid I wasn't sorry to see the back of the guy: 


Senator Jo McCarthy, when chief 
investigator, Un-American 
Activities Committee: 

‘During the time he worked for me as 
public relations officer I found he 
would always take his work in deadly 
earnest. "There's only one thing these 
goddam Commies understand; he 
would say. "Russian. And Russian is 
the language of Satan. If the Lord had meant us to 
understand Russian He would never have given us War and 
Peace? Yes sir, he had a whole fund of those sayings, like the 
one on his attitude to nuclear war: "Reds fry at night, 
Yankees' delight? It was obvious to us all he'd one day work 
his way up to a key post in the Administration. He's a 
right-wing fanatic, there's no question of that. A ruthless, 
reactionary, doctrinaire bigot. A real swell guy 


Members of the Manic Morality hold a ‘Ban the Bum’ demonstration in San 
Diego's gay light district. 


Miss Lucretia Winslade, founder 
of the Manic Morality Campaign 
for Greater Ethical Repression: 
"Throughout ourten-year campaign to 
steer America back on the path of true 
righteousness The Deacon has used 
his influence in the government to 
greatly assist our cause. He was the 
one who got NBC to take The Little 
House on the Prairie off the air — after all, screening a series 
about a public lavatory at peak time is about as offensive as 
you can get. He was also instrumental in our fight to close 
| down a well-known Hamburger chain: this was the 
company whose commercials showed a man opening a big 
mac and proudly displaying his quarter-pounder. Can you 
believe that kind of salacious porn? Honestly, these people 
are poisoning our society. The Bible clearly states that sex is 
unnatural and immoral, which is why I had both my legs 
stitched together as a young girl, and I believe that all 
bodily functions are totally evil and it's a well-known fact 
that when you pass wind a part of your soul escapes through 
your ...etc: 


Mr Zack Niellson, Principal 
Center of Internal Revenue 
(Income Tax Division), Washing- 
ton DC: 

'I have never heard of this person: 
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A woman models the Manic Morality's latest line in scanty underwear. 
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A Selection of The Deacon’s epigrammatic 
comments on current United States 
permissiveness... 


THE RISE IN SEXUAL PROMISCUITY: 
"Today every young man is after casual sex, and virgins are 
very hard to come by 


ADULTERY: | 
"Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour’s ass: 


HOMOSEXUALS: 
‘Get thee behind me: 


ABORTION: 
‘The most barbaric waste of human life I know of, with the 
exception of those who appear regularly in TV sitcoms: 


EUTHANASIA: 
‘Cutting offa person's life-support system is justified only if 
it involves stopping his social welfare payments! 


INCEST: 
“It should remain a family affair 


PEOPLE WHO APPEAR IN SNUFF MOVIES: 
"They're a dying breed! 


GAY RIGHTS 
‘If the Lord had meant us to tolerate gays, He would never 
have put California over the San Andrea Fault: 


MASTURBATION: 
"Turn a blind eye to it? 


PORNOGRAPH Y: 
‘I saw a photo once, and it degraded bassoon players: 


DRUGS: 

"Thou shalt not take the Lord thy God's coke in vein. If the 
Lord had meant us all to get stoned He would have made 
America an Islamic Republic: 


AMERICAN AND SOVIET PROPAGANDA: 
‘A lie for a lie, and a truth for a truth! 


THE UNITED STATES 


Courage inthe face of tragedy 


How the Hennessy Family bravely soldier on... . 


hey are the best known, best 
loved family in America. Some say 
they are the closest thing to royalty 
the United States possesses. They are, 
of course, the Hennessys — for three 
decades one of the most influential 
forces in Federal Government. But 
Dame Fortune is no respecter of 
wealth or rank, and in those three 
decades she has dealt many a cruel 
blow to the nations Number One 
Family. 


Rory Hennessy, former Governor of the Stateof — Sammy Hennessy, Democrat Campaign 
Washington. Tragically knifed to death at his Co-ordinator 1964-65. Tragically crushed to 
21st birthday party. death in a train disaster. The other 637 

passengers escaped unhurt. 


> 


e 


Billy Hennessy, former 


Barney Hennessy, former Larry Hennessy, former 
Speaker of the House of Secretary of Commerce. Majority Leader of the Senate. 
Representatives. Tragically Tragically gunned down by a Tragically vaporised while 
mown down with a machine- trapper in Dakota who addressing a CND rally in 


gun while ordering a shirt. mistook him for a jack-rabbit. Nagasaki, 1945. 


ARY PEGEEN HENNESSY, 
rosy-cheeked matriarch of the 
Hennessy dynasty was a million- 
airess at the age of twenty-one, 
following the runaway success of 
her world-famous MAMMY HEN- 
NESSY'S KRISPY TATER PATTIE 
chain. Since then, however, she has 
seen no fewer than twenty-five of her 
sons assume high political office with 
tragic consequences. Now aged 137, 
she lives with her memories in a 
46-bedroom mansion, set in a pic- 
turesque custom-built bog in Port- 
land, Oregon. A proud, handsome 
woman, she now beguiles her time 
baking soda-bread Winalot for her 
pack of Irish wolfhounds, while mus- 
ing wistfully on the prospects of her 
one remaining son, Jimmy, tipped by 
many as the next President of 
America. But, for all her affluence and 
influence, she can never forget the 
cruel and moving way in which some of 
her other sons have perished... 


Mickey Hennessy Jr, former The Hennessy Sextuplets, former Congressional Committee on 
Senator for S. Carolina. Civil Rights. Tragically squashed by a falling piano white posing 
Tragically roasted alive while for this photograph. 

walking in Central Park. 


Lennie Hennessy, former Attorney-General. Ricky Hennessy, former Governor of California. 
Tragically decapitated after using a helicopter Tragically stoned to death by a group of 
ejector-seat. . fanatical Methodists. 


JIMMY'S DAILY 
SECURITY ROUTINE 


8 am. A smiling Jimmy soaks away his cares in 
his bullet-proof bath. 


Jimmy Hennessy wanders down to the corner drugstore for a pack of Marlboro. 


Hennessy remains a gentle and reflec- 
tive man. A man who lives constantly 
with the threat of deadly danger. Ever 
since his father Paddy Hennessy 
visited the Caribbean on a fact-finding 
mission and was horribly poisoned by 
a glass of septic curacao, the Hennessy 
family have walked in the shadow of 
death. Only last year, Jimmy’s one 
remaining brother Freddy Hennessy 
was standing beside him at a charity 
country and western festival in Wax- 
ahachie, Tex., when he was hit on the 
temple by a perfectly aimed waa-waa 
pedal, tossed by a crazed Marxist from 
the stage. As his brother fell prostrate 
in a swoon of death, Jimmy never 
batted an eyelid. But later that 
evening, tears dimming his eyes, he 
was to lead the entire audience in an 
impromptu performance of 'An Okie 
from Muskokie’ A man of fidelity and 
scrupulous candour, Jimmy Hennessy 
has pledged to fight his arch-rival 
Johnny.Cyclops all the way in the 
forthcoming presidential election. It 
will not be a cakewalk, and there are 
those in the national media who seem 
resolved never to let him forget his 
part in the tragic Titanic Affair, 
despite his repeated denials of all 
culpability And yet there is ever a 
smile upon his lips, ever an endearing 
twinkle in his eye. And it would be 
churlish indeed to deny Jimmy Hen- 
nessy the success he now so richly and 
undeniably deserves. 


Hennessy- 


A man forour times 


The sound of cheering is deafening, 
the steel bands thrill you with their 
fruity, pulsing rhythm. A hundred 
garlanded Philippino virgins cast 
flowers before him. Tough, sepia- 
toned bodyguards flex their muscles 
and raise his car shoulder-high so 
everyone can see. Elderly nuns battle 
for a lock of his Cadillac, and the 
hollow, scabrous faces of the aged and 
the sick break into broad smiles as 
they catch sight of the man who has 
given them a reason to go on living. 
Jimmy Hennessy has hit town. 

At forty-six the sole surviving 
member of the Hennessy clan, Jinmy 
commands instant respect from rich 
and poor alike. He is a passionate 
supporter of human rights, and, in 
addition to his ranch in Sacramento 
and mansion house in Milwaukee, he 
alsoowns a ghetto in Harlem where he 
spends most weekends. His wife Kim- 
berley is herself half-black, divided 
lengthwise, and his favourite pet is a 
mulatto canary. For Jimmy Hennessy 
is a man of the people. Look for traces 
of pride and prejudice in him, you will 
find none. Even today three of his six 
children beg for a living. 

Yet, despite his effective canonisa- 
tion by the people of America, Jimmy 


11 am. Jimmy poses with his four look-alike 
bodyguards to confuse potential assassins. 


1.30 pm. Jimmy relaxes in his swimming 
pool after lunch. 
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6 pm. Jimmy's tuit-prenf vests retum from 
the jaundry. 


THE UNITED STATES 


US Intelligence Agent Virgil J. Grodd outlines his 


personal philosophy. 


Whyljoined the CIA... 


There is nothing which cannot be achieved through 
determination. Since early childhood I have trained my 
body to endure unimaginable levels of physical pain and 
suffering, and it has proved to me that the human spirit 
reigns supreme. Man is his own master. With persistence 
and dogged determination he can triumph over any adver- 
sary. I, Virgil Grodd, have learnt the true power of will. 


Virgil Grodd, after a plastic surgery operation to 
make his face completely unrecognisable in 
Britain. 


was born in Pawtucket RI during 

the Great Depression. My first 
memory on entering the world is of 
being belted across the butt by a 
woman in a blue uniform. But I didn't 
cry. Andthat nurse soon found out that 
Virgil Grodd was the kind of baby you 
don't push around. 

During the weeks of waiting in my 
mother's womb I had not been idle. To 
tune my body to the peak of fitness I 
exercised every day by jogging around 
the perimeter of the amniotic sac. In 
addition, I disciplined my prenatal 
body with a gruelling two hundred 
push-ups every morning and after- 
noon — something which had evidently 
confused every doctor in Maternity. 
Furthermore, I was already a self- 
taught expert at karate and the 


martial art of T'ai Chi, and could have 
felled an ox ifthe mood had taken me.I 
therefore decided to teach that dike of 
a midwife a lesson, and by means of a 
blinding back-somersault I throttled 
her with my umbilical cord until she 
grew quite blue in the face and agreed 
never to rub me up the wrong way 
again. 

As a youngster my deepest fear was 
of being electrocuted. I therefore took 
immediate stepsto conquer what Isaw 
as a dangerous weakness of character. 
One June evening, at the height of a 
fierce and terrible thunderstorm, I 
climbed one of the enormous electric- 
ity pylons that bordered our small 
house on the Potomac. Steeling myself 
for the inevitable searing agony I 
knew would follow, I bared my flesh 
against the live cables. The shock I 
received catapulted me off the great 
steel leviathan and into a small brook 
two miles away, where the waters 
hissed intosteam asthey made contact 
with my scorched skin. But I was not 
beaten. I scaled the pylon again and 
this time lashed myself to the girder 
with a spool of high-conductivity 
copper wire. As the thousands of volts 
coursed through my twelve-year-old 
body I thrilled to the knowledge that I 
had vanquished my one remaining 
phobia. From now on the electric chair 
would hold no terrors for Virgil J. 
Grodd. 

During my teens I subjected myself 
to a crippling training program that 
would have proved fatal to any lesser 
man. Convinced that I must develop 
my intellect in tandem with my body, I 
would spend hours at atime devouring 


the complete works of Heidegger, 
Camus and Tillich, whilst sitting with 
a red-hot hard-boiled egg inserted up 
my rectum. This instilled in me a 
tolerance of mental and physical 
distress which wasto prove invaluable 
in later life. 


have stated that Iregard will power 

as my greatest weapon against evil. 
This evil I consider to be the undercur- 
rent of liberal hypocrisy which 
threatens the very fabric of our 
Western society And in joining the 
Central Intelligence Agency in 1946 I 
was determined to play my part in 
sealing its death warrant. I will cite as 
an example the case of newspaper 
columnist Bud Drapkin. Drapkin was 
a number one suspect in the agency's 
files, and the subject of a 24-hour 
surveillance by our investigators. 
Although a professed conservative he 
was known on three separate occa- 
sions to have ordered tickets to the 
ballet. In my book this nailed him as a 
commie faggot, one who would need to 
be sewn up thoroughly before he did 
real damage tothe system. 

Sure enough, on 4 August 1956 
Drapkin was sighted swerving in his 
Plymouth convertible to avoid hitting 
an old lady, and in doing so dented a 
government mail-van parked close to 
the sidewalk. This was exactly the 
kind of trendy 'humanism' which, if 
allowed to run its course, would 
become a cancer on the State and 
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Grodd wearing one of the CIA's undetectable 
bullet-proof suits. 


E n 
One of several shock photographs that helped 
to discredit Joseph Stalin in the late 19405. (In 
actual fact the photo is not genuine at all, but a 
very clever fake rigged up by the CIA.) 


undermine totally the role of the 
Administration in running the 
nation's affairs. 

I therefore decided to do something 
about it. Remembering Nietsche's 
definition of pressmen — 'they vomit 
their bile and call it a newspaper' - I 
set into motion a plan for Drapkin's 
liquidation. Posing as a bell-hop at the 
Schenectady Majestic on East 49th, I 
gained access to his hotel room and 
laced his mouthwash with a lethal 
dose of anthrax serum. Unbeknown to 
me, Drapkin had already checked out, 
and the room was now occupied by the 
manager of a Rastafarian reggae 
band. I am sure it was a merciful 
release. 


ou will appreciate that my fealty to 

theState and senseofcivicduty are 
my sole motivation in life, and so when 
I was delegated as personal agent to 
the White House in '68, words alone 
cannot express the accolade this rep- 
resented to me. My first duty was to 
report to the President — who even 
today must remain nameless — for a 
briefing on the current situation in 
Chile. The Secretary of State laid it on 
the line for me. It was his opinion that 
unless firm action wastaken we would 
witness a slide towards Marxism in 
that country which would adversely 
affect the political complexion of the 
entire Latin American bloc. The 
President turned to me and asked 
what I proposed to do about it. By 
way of reply I unzipped my fly and held 
my private parts in the naked flame of 
my cigarette lighter for an hour and a 


quarter. I think I got through to them. 

Four years later I found myself 
serving a different president, 
although the rules were the same. Asa 
matter of fact he was only too eager to 
consult with his predecessor and 
conversed with him as frequently as 
visiting hours would permit. 

It was during this period that I was 
assigned to the Agency’s forward 
planning committee, where I formu- 
lated a contingency scheme in the 
event we should ever contemplate a 
raid on our opposite number in Russia, 
the KGB. The plan was dubbed 
OPERATION DUCK SOUP, and 
briefly this is how it went. First of all, 
twenty-four Cuban whores would be 
air-dropped into the KGB compound 
in order to keep the staff there fully 
occupied, (Should the Area Comman- 
der be in the vicinity we would also 
have a fruit in a wet-suit on stand-by.) 
The Soviet radar system would then be 
kept busy with a plague of locusts over 
Volgograd. (The CIA’s Bug Warfare 
Division saw to it there were seven 
swarms airworthy at any one time.) 
And as a further diversion I would 
then strap my body to a neutron bomb 
and throw myself onto the Russian 
underground. The above would pro- 
vide a perfect screen for the marines to 
move in and execute swiftly whatever 
task they might be required to per- 
form. 

As yet the President has never 
called upon me to put this particular 
plan into operation, but I am sure its 
time will come. 


espite much criticism that the CIA 
has attracted over the years, my 
faith in our intelligence-gathering 


The Republican Party's 1973 convention. Many m 
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In 1963 a number of key CIA agents infiltrated 
this insect colony in Namibia posing as tiny 
compass termites. Grodd described the 
termites’ collectivist social system as ‘a lousy 
leftist junta that must be smashed fo protect 
the security of the Western Alliance’ 


network and its code of ethics remains 
undiminished. I happen to believe 
that dismemberment of leading TV 
personalities, if properly controlled, 
has a place in our society; and that the 
role of child molesting in national 
defence policy is not yet fully under- 
stood. I further believe that the 
current downturn in American influ- 
ence abroad is but an ephemeral affair, 
and the new hard-line approach in 
Washington will serve eventually to 
increase our international muscle. If it 
does not, rest assured I shall be the 
first to insert the muzzle of a Smith & 
Wesson .357 magnum into my mouth 
and pump my brain out through my 
ears. 


Extracts taken from ‘Resolution’, the autobio- 
graphy of Virgil J. Grodd. 
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embers went on to become top CIA directors. 
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ES Sadisticbastards 48,100 


Vegetables in 
Steel helmets 1,965,000 — 3,870,000 


El Men with crewcuts 887000 2,135,000 


pod Slobs 275,000 260,000 


WU Men who thought they 
were joining a book club 178 4,840,000 


E Men who are happy in 
the army 2,090,000 138,000 


Men who are not 
on cocaine 
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onservative Prime Minister 

Gerald MacNamara surveyed the 
damage after another night of rioting 
in strife-torn Britain and declared: 
"We will not be deterred from our 
course. Short-term expedients are not 
the Conservative way — the country 
must take its medicine! It was a 
message of uncompromising defiance 
to the gangs of unemployed youths 
who, in the space of 96 hours, have 
strafed fourteen major cities to the 
ground, wiped out 142 villages with 
high-velocity incendiary devices, and 
dismantled seven Cabinet Ministers 
with a small nail file. 

Embattled but unbowed, MacNam- 
ara refuses to take the blame for some 
ofthe worst scenesof violence sincethe 
blitz. “It's these bleeding darkies; says 
the Premier who twice a week sends a 
get-well card to Rudolph Hess. 'I mean 
Ilikea Bounty bar as much as the next 
man, but there is a limit. A lot of them 
have purple wallpaper you know. 


o one would pretend things have 

been easy for MacNamara since 
he first took office four years ago. 
Shortly after the election that swept 
him to power he announced his 
Government's plans to lower prescrip- 
tion charges, shorten the dole queues, 
reduce taxation and cut down infla- 
tion. To achieve this in the long run, he 
explained, it would be necessary to (a) 
raise prescription charges, (b) 
increase unemployment, (c) raise tax- 
ation, and (d) increase inflation. Few 
people understood the logic of this. In 
fact it was all part of the so-called 
‘Catastrophe Theory’ of MacNamara's 
economic guru Canadian academician 
and general wise guy, Chester 
Kubelsky. Kubelsky has since been 
smuggled out of the country with a 
blanket over his head. 

For the majority of Britons the 
effects of MacNamara's first budget 
were an unmitigated disaster Even 
the euphoria over tax cuts was short- 
lived when it was discovered that the 
Bee Gees would now be coming back to 
live in England. 

Moreover, MacNamara's hard-line 
support for President Cyclops's 
defence policy has ruffled the feathers 


mur 


Tory Premier Gerald MacNamoro. 


of many of his Cabinet doves. The 
night after his decision to station US 
cruise missiles in the crypt of Canter- 
bury Cathedral, he had his face 
rearranged by a gang of pacifists. 

Yet Britain's PM is the sort of man 
whonever admits defeat: a liar. Known 
affectionately to his close friends as 


Bedford Town Hall after a heated debote on 
unemployment. Once again men are marching 
from Jarrow to London, this time just to get to 
the back of the dole queue. 


"Your Grace, Gerald MacNamara 
operates a regimen of hair-shirt con- 
servatism which will permit no 
U-turns. "Totalitarianism isn't every- 
thing is the familiar litany, but 
Britain's beleaguered economy cur- 
rently seems to have precious little 
room for manoeuvre. 


f AN INTERVIEW WITH 
; GERALD MACNAMARA. 
Interviewer: Mr Jatma 
would you agree your policies don't. 
 seemtobe working? |. 
MacNamara: Well I would ke lo 
“answer that question like this. 
Which is the better nurse? The one 
who mollycoddles her patient and: 
never lets him stand on his own two 
feet? Or the one who refuses him a 
-bedpan, throws away his drip-feed, 
- and says ‘Get out of that? Which do. 
you think is the better nurse? 
‘Interviewer: Pm afraid I dont 
know what you'retalking about. 
-MacNamara: Fm talking about 
this: when horse breaks a leg you. 
don't shove it in a wheelchair and: 
.let the jockey push it down the- 


Interviewer: rviewer: Mr. Saas 
Mi deu fee took cce yoi 
you would halve unem- 


‘Noright turn 
as Kevtakesthe drivingseat 


hen Lord Pork of Horsham made 

the decision, in his thirtieth 
year, to renounce his speech impedi- 
ment and become plain Kevin Pork, 
few pundits doubted that he was 
embarking on a political career which 
could take him, ultimately, tothe top of 
the tree. They have yet to be proved 
wrong. Despite his radical stance — he 
regards himself 'slightly left of centre' 
on a scale that ranks Lenin as a 
capitalist baron — he is a mild- 
mannered person who radiates an 
easy air of avuncular calm. Educated 
at Eton and Balliol, he was a rapid 
convert to socialism, and devoured 
everything Marx ever wrote, includ- 
ing three rare papers on tariff reform, 
two magazine articles on Calvinism, 
and a letter to a mail order firm for a 
giant blow-up doll. Later, in his third 
year at university he was to win 
popular acclaim for twice managing to 
tunnel out of a conversation with a 
group of Oxbridge satirists. Despite a 
distinguished scientific background — 
he first postulated the harnessing of 
solar power in 1937 by inserting a 
photo-electric cell down the back of 
Leon Trotsky's trousers — it was in the 
political arena that he was really to 
make his mark. Sworn into the 


Labour Leader Kevin Pork after a recent 
Interview with Robin Day. 


Atraumatic moment during Pork's formative 
years... when he was still only three years old 
his golliwogs formed a People's Republic and 
threw him out of the nursery. 


Tribune Group on a copy of the 
Agit-Prop column from Time Out, he 
quickly became the darling of the 
radicals with his central policy plank — 
"No MP shall be re-selected who has 
defied the wishes of his local consti- 
tuency party and had his suit pressed: 
During Labour's term of office Pork 
resigned from the Cabinet 137 times 
over the omission of mushy peas from 
the House of Commons lunch menu. 


ain in favour of a £500 million 
; ion to fund Leyland’s new 
ee powered Morris Chimp. — 
relati 


The TUC General Secretary (right) works in 
close co-operation with a member of the 
Shadow Cabinet. 


And it was this demonstration of 
personal integrity that made him the 
natural choice as leader when, in 
opposition, the party extremists 
began to oust the more moderate 
centre-leftists (see next page). His 
chances of winning the next general 
election are slim, but could yet be 
enhanced by his personal charisma, 
his wealth of experience, and the rank 
stupidity of the British electorate. 


A furious uproar ensued, members 
began shouting and yelling — many of 
them in English — and an immediate 
inquiry was ordered. There were sighs 
of relief all round when it was 
announced that the last line was in 
fact a misprint, and should of course 
have read PLO. 


Ran from the shock of this 
unexpected yet totally predictable 
defeat, a small group of moderate 
Labour MPs issued a blistering state- 
ment that unless things improved 
they would be leaving the party ‘very 
soon. Things didn’t improve. And a 
year later the group delivered a shock 
ultimatum: either the left wing 
relaxed its gripor they would leave the 
party ‘even sooner than we had 
intended’ Two more years passed and 
the left wing tightened its grip on the 
party. Finally, the group were left with 
no alternative. On a grey, wet morning 
in August they called together a 
special press conference and issued 
the following earth-shattering decla- 
ration: "Unless our demands are met 
we will leave the party so soon it will 
rock the nation: This was the point of 
no return. Eighteen months later 


journalists were summoned to a has- 
, 4 tily convened meeting at Fatso's Pasta 

Parlour and Salad Diner on the South 
Bank. In a shock announcement that 
was to explode across the nation like a 
powder keg, the MPs issued the 
following statement: “We the under- 
signed believe in the following unas- 
sailable social democratic goals: free- 
dom of conscience; freedom of choice; 


Social Democrat and Liberal leaders meet to discuss how their parties will collaborate in a 
forthcoming by-election. 


The Partys over... 


How the Waterloo Five’ became The Social 


Democratic Alliance 


he Labour Party's annual confer- 

ence was at its height. Seventy- 
three people in the audience had just 
gone into a coma, six members of the 
national executive were being treated 
for cardiac arrest, and a branch 
chairman of NUPE had begun hal- 
lucinating that he was a beetroot. 
Meanwhile, a delegate who had been 
speaking for 135 minutes using a 
vocabulary of only three words — 
mandate, parity and table— was, upon 
closer examination, found to be suffer- 
ing from certifiable brain death; 
whilst a party member from Basildon 
who had suggested amending the 
wording of a resolution from 'at this 
moment in time’ to ‘now’ was summar- 


ily tarred and feathered, and ejected 
from the hall with the word 'scab' 
tattooed across his buttocks. 

Then came a momentous decision 
that was to change the face of British 
politics: the resolution that all future 
party policy should be entrusted to an 
'electoral' college, whose voting com- 
position would be as follows: 


Constituency parties 
Gay rioters 2596 
Inmates of mental asylums 2096 
Convicted mass murderers 496 
Block votes free with all Athena 

Dayglo ‘Che’ posters 3% 
Frances de la Tour 2% 
PLP .. 1% 


45% 
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The House of Commons before and after the 
electrifying moment when the Social 
Democrats shocked the Western World by 
defecting from the Labour benches. 


Perriers; postal ballots funded by the 
unions; four linguini with garlic and 
one meatball; an end to compulsory 
re-selection of MPs; and one black 
coffee with Sucron? 

The die was cast. The next day the 

group formally crossed the floor of the 
House and dubbed themselves “The 
Waterloo Five. Whenever it was 
pointed out that there were six ofthem 
they would simply laugh and say “It 
does not frighten us—we are not babies 
you know. All at once the polarised 
inertia of British politics had been 
banished for ever CON and LAB 
would now have to contend with a new 
adversary — The Social Democratic 
Alliance (SODEMALL). 
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A facsimile of the Social Democrats’ first 
published manifesto... 


Nuclear Bombs... not many people realise they can kill millions of people. 


The case for unilateral disarmament 


by Professor Kenneth Pangloss, Ph.D., M.Sc. 


he nuclear bomb is the greatest 

horror of the twentieth century. 
Since the day Stone Age Man first 
learnt to club a rabbit to death with a 
log it was inevitable he would go on to 
develop a heavy thermonuclear chain- 
reaction fusion device capable of 
exterminating life on earth as we 
know it. 

Make no mistake about it. The 
effects ofa hydrogen bomb arenot very 
pleasant. As a scientist I know the 
grim reality Millions of people get 
killed. Millions more are horribly 


maimed and burned. And millions 
more are contaminated with deadly 
nuclear radiation which can cause 
cancer and mutation. It is for these 
reasons I have come to the conclusion 
that nuclear bombs are morally 
wrong. 

Let's get one thing perfectly clear. 
The sick-minded politicians who frit- 
ter our money away on these terrible 
harbingers of mass destruction say it 
is necessary to keep the bomb in order 
to save ourselves from another world 
war. And yet since 1945 there hasn't 


been another world war So that 
argument breaks down right away. 
They also try to pull the wool over 
our eyes by saying that if we did not 
have nuclear weapons we would be 
invaded by the Soviet Union. Well I 
can tell you that I have travelled 
extensively inside the Soviet Union, 
visiting several separate hotels in 
Moscow, and every single Russian I 
spoke to confirmed that he would not 
invade us if we did not have nuclear 
weapons. Quite the reverse. They urge 
us to disarm immediately — so that we 


» His face is slapped and he is told to pull 
himself together. 


Professor Pangloss, shortly before the 
operation to correct his deformity. 


will then be able to see how truly 
peaceable and restrained the Russian 
people really are. So you see, this 
explodes another popular myth per- 
petuated by the pro-nuclear faction. 


he plain fact of the matter is this. 
We simply donot have any need for 
these ghastly doomsday devices. And 
thatis why Isay Ban The Bomb - Now! 
Here is my three-point plan for 
greater world harmony: 
One: Russia and America to get 
together across the table and agree to 
scrap all their nuclear weapons and 


missiles and in future be friends. 
Two: Both the Super Powers to 
guarantee never to secretly build up 
stockpiles of nuclear weapons on the 
quiet. T'hisagreement to be made totally 
binding by both presidents signing a 
piece of paper (in ink). 

Three: All international terrorists 
and liberation armies to give their 
solemn word to stop fighting for ever 
and live in peace with their fellow 
man. 

But rhetoric is not enough. We need 
action. And that is why I say to every 
one of you: organise a petition in your 
local community today Ask as many 
people as you can to sign a sheet of 
paper saying ‘I think nuclear weapons 
are morally wrong. Send it to the 
Prime Minister, who will then see how 
the country really feels and cancel all 
our nuclear bombs and missiles 
immediately. Also, try and organise 
marches, rallies, coffee mornings, etc. 
You can win people over very simply by 
holding up a photograph of a horribly 
mutilated victim of Hiroshima (the 
place in Japan where the Americans 
dropped one of these evil and grue- 
some instruments at the end of the last 


~ : De con 
Sufficient,» 18"ed 


war) and saying ‘This is what nuclear 
bombs do to you. We must never let it 
happen again in our lifetime’ 

I make no apology for laying before 
you these grim and unpleasant 
details. Nuclear war is a grim and 
unpleasant subject. Britain must take 
the lead in ending this madness. At 
least if the West got rid of all her 
weapons it would be a start. Not until 
we all come to our senses and bury the 
bomb forever will the spectre of global 
Armageddon be lifted from our fine 
and precious planet. 


Professor Pangloss is a lecturer in Advanced 
Sub-Mesonic Physics at Oxford and a member of 
the local Tufty Club. 


Editor of The Times, Harold Evans... just one of 
the many influential people you can write to. 
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Officials at NORAD discover T B alert WOS UTO 
f alarm triggered by a numerical overload of 


j Space Invaders machine in the mess-room. 
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ould Britain sur 


A conventional 600lb missile 


Widespread vomiting and people 
falling over. (Tends to remain fairly 
constant irrespective of size of 
explosion.) 


A 12) kiloton atomic bomb, 
of the sort dropped on Hiroshima 


Therest of the country: severe 
Shock, panic, and hasty changing of 
trousers. o 


A BL 755 cluster bomb dropped 
on Fulham Football Ground on 
a Saturday afternoon would 
completely devastate the 
entire stadium, killing 
twenty-seven people. 
Adozen similar bombs 
dropped on Millwall 
would have an effect 
equivalent to a £600 million 
urban improvement scheme. 


People as far away as fifty miles 
would be able to see the mushroom 
cloud, via live coverage on 
Nationwide. Those unable to look 
away before Hugh Scully 
appeared on the screen 
would suffer permanent 
damage to the retina. 


No discernible effects from the 
blastin the rest of the country. 


An enhanced radiation 
warhead (‘neutron bomb’) 


Not very much shock 
atall, cheering, street 
parties, and cries 
of ‘That'll teach 

them to piss all over us. 


Central London would be 
completely vaporised. Within 
seconds the blast wave would hit 
places like Knightsbridge and 


The remainder of the country: 
widespread | Told You So rallies 


addressed by E. P. Thompson. Outer London: experts calculate Richmond, reducing them almost 
that up to 44 million people would entirely to Wandsworth. Persons 
die laughing at the 'Not the Atomic openly exposed to the effects of a 
Explosion! book, which would bomb such as that dropped on 


follow within minutes of the blast. Hiroshima could later expect to 
develop leukaemia, lung cancer, 
and advanced technology hi-fi 
systems. 


Aneutron bomb dropped in the 
centre of Trafalgar Square would 
completely destroy all animal 
and plant life within a radius 

of 45 miles. Simultaneously, 

large cracks would appear down 
Nelson's Column. 


No. To understand the precise ramifications of this complex statement it is necessary to examine in 
gory detail the stomach-turning consequences of a nuclear attack directed against the nation's 
capital. Onthese pages we demonstrate the relative destructive capacities of three nuclear devices, 
as comparedto a conventional non-nuclear missile, the BL 755. Horrific as they are, these scenarios 
— drawn up by the Institute of Strategic Studies — pale into insignificance beside the ultra-powerful 
Quark bomb, a new weapons system currently being developed by the United States. Here's what 
the Pentagon had to say about the device in their latest publicity release: 

"The Quark bombis the devastating new deterrent that gives you uptofifty times more fatalities than 
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People clubbed to death by falling 
bits of St. Paul's Cathedral. 


SS 


: Y 
A 15-megaton 
thermonuclear bomb D 
* d 


Winds of up to 300 m.p.h. would ; ú À 


sweep across the countryside, 


causing dormice to mistakenly vi // 
emerge from hibernation. 


Owing to a bureaucratic mix-up 
over boundary changes the people 
in this band would suffer more 
horrifically than those in the last 
one. Effects would include all 
bodies being roasted alive, all 
towns and villages instantly 
liquidised into small pools of 
seething black jelly, and the entire 
area horribly contaminated with 
deadly fallout which would take 
900,000 years to decay. All persons 
in reinforced concrete shelters 
which they bought with their share 
dividends atthe time of the 
Afghanistan crisis would enjoy an 
additional life expectancy of 
approximately 37 seconds. 


Outside the 5 psi zone, there would 
be widespread collateral damage, 
firestorms, stillbirths, blindness, 
diarrhoea, leprosy, typhus, cholera, 
pellagra, yaws, dingue, tetanus, 
and some outbreaks of sunshine 
later in the day. 


- 


Detailed diagram showing 
the effects of a quark bomb, 
if dropped on London. 


Ground Zero. Total and complete 
devastation within a radius of ten 
miles. All buildings and human 
beings would be transformed 
instantly to radioactive dust which 
would be sucked up inside the 
mushroom cloud. On the perimeter, 
lorries would be hurled through 
brick walls, road surfaces and gas 
mains would be ripped up, and 
intense gamma radiation would 
prove lethal. Some limited 
protection could be derived by 
standing behind a MacDonalds 'Big 
Mac' hamburger. 


As the flash of the fireball spread 
outwards it would recreate the 
white-hot temperatures at the 
centre of the sun. All government 
and GLC underground bunkers 
would effectively be turned into 
crematoria, instantly incinerating 
the occupants and serve the 
self-centred buggers right. 


Heat flash, the effects of 500 REM 
radiation levels, and pressure from 
the shock wave would prove fatal. 
Anyone outin the open would 
experience third-degree burns, 
skin peeling off and blistering into 
suppurating pools of boiling pus, 
spontaneous haemorrhaging of the 
lining of the bowels, bone marrow 
disintegration, brain dribbling out 
through the nose, and general loss 
of appetite. 


most leading nuclear bombs, for the same capital outlay. That means more mass destruction, more 
value for your money. Today more and more strategists are turning to the Quark bomb because they 
know its compact, lightweight design makes military sense. How does it work? The answer is 
simple: fusion of heavy neutrons causes a realignment of sub-atomic quark particles, generating a 
new super-massive energy release that makes the old H-bomb look like a sparkler. Yes, the Quark 
bombis the bomb that will put America back on the map again, and could lead to a few other changes 
onitas well..: 

The potential effects of the Quark bomb are shown in the panel above. 
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France 
keeps 

the world 
guessing... 


André Moreau, French Foreign Minister on a 
recent state visit to Belgium to flick croissant 
crumbs at the Walloons. 


n the field of foreign affairs the 

Republic of France has always been 
something of a loner. Witness her 
decision, in the early seventies, to fly 
in the face of international opinion by 
continuing with atmospheric nuclear 
tests at Muroroa atoll in the South 
Pacific. When it was claimed that 
such air-bursts could lead to genetic 
mutations among Australians and 
New Zealanders, President Georges 
Pompidou replied: ‘Good? When pressed 
to elaborate on this he said that 
mutations were clearly of huge 
anthropological benefit in a conti- 
nent where evolution had got stuck. 

Since then, France’s pragmatic 
taste for unilateralism has seen her 
emerge as the maverick of the Western 
World, tailoring her policies to fit as 
tightly as her trousers. And the 
current fear among US strategists is 
in their constant drive to win Arab export orders 


the French Government recently piaced this 
advertisement in the centre pages of the Koran. 


to a special screening of That Obscure 
Object of Desire only to find their 
turn-ups had been snipped off by 
Jacques Tati during the Daffy Duck 
cartoon. 


this: can the West really put its trust in 
acountry that has withdrawn from the 
military arm of NATO, forged ahead 
with her own version of the neutron 
bomb, and continually blocked any 
extradition treaty governing LPs by 
Charles Aznavour? 

Many Americans think not, 
although President Cyclops remains 
cautiously optimistic. Of France's 
current Foreign Secretary André 
Moreau he says: 'Monsieur Moreau 
and I have developed a very amicable 
relationship. I call him André, and he 
calls me Adolf” 

In fact, M. Moreau is widely 
acknowledged in Europe as a law 
unto himself. He first rose to promi- 
nence during the scandal which 
unseated his predecessor, Gustave 
Cunégonde, in the early sixties. The 
nation was shocked to the core by a 
report in Le Canard Enchainé that 
Cunégonde had not only been seen in 
the country without a mistress, but 
had actually been photographed with 
the Prime Minister of Britain in a 
pose which implied he wasn't ignor- 
ing him. Cunégonde having resigned 
in disgrace, Moreau stepped into 
his shoes and quickly formulated a 
new, aggressive diplomatic protocol 
which instantly won him widespread 
support. Among the changes he 
introducedtoFrance'scodeofconduct: 


delegation by shaking their hands 
with a joy buzzer, and then smacking 
each of them in the face with a wet 
herring in a routine choreographed by 
Nat Jackley. 

With her dogged rejection of any 
homogeneous approach to Western 
political strategy France seems des- 
tined to remain an unknown quantity 
in foreign affairs. As one wag 
observed: "They kick against the 
pricks more often than a bobby in 
Brixton? While a bobby in Brixton 


B: perhaps Moreau's greatest 
achievement has, been his suc- 
cessful courting of Arab and Third 
World nations in France's push to 
boost sales of her nuclear power 
stations. Openly scorning those who ` 
claim the technology could be used by 
emergent nations to build atomic | commented: 'It's not surprising — in 
bombs, Moreau recently greeted a | France there are a lot more pricks to 
United Nations anti-proliferation | kick against: 


The dividingofa nation 


CE | Ruhr, and the dining-room furniture. 

] Ultimately a compromise was reached 
in which the country was: simply 
divided in half, Stalin taking upstairs 
and Churchill the ground floor. This 
arrangement proved unworkable as it 
necessitated deep incursions into 
Communist territory whenever Wes- 
terners wanted to go to the bathroom. 
Also, several families in Wuppertál 
had been discovered defecting 
through their bedroom lino. Eventu- 
ally, after several summit conferences 
on a mezzanine in Leipzig, the present 
plan had been agreed upon. But this 
did not mean, stressed Mozart, that 
the day would never come when both 
Germanies could be reunited; in the 
meantime he hoped both sides could 
continue cordial relations. He then 
blew the whistle for the start of the 
soccer match between East and West 
Berlin, and expressed a hope that one 
day they would be able to play on a 
pitch without a twelve-foot-high brick 
wall across the halfway line. 

The East-West German soccer 
results in full: 


* On greeting foreign dignitaries, all 
French officials shall drop their trous- 
ers to be kissed on both cheeks. (The 
exception to this being British prin- 
cesses of the blood royal, who shall be 
afforded traditional French kisses of 
approximately ten minutes duration.) 


Chancellor Ludwig Mozart assuring the public 
they have nothing to fear from Cruise missiles 
on German soil. 


* All visiting heads of state shall be 
groped at state funerals by a qualified 
garcon trés embarrassant. 


hen Chancellor Herr Ludwig 

Mozart of the GFR recently 
journeyed to Berlin for the start of the 
German football season the subject of 
Ostpolitik once again dominated his 
speech to the nation. Wearing his 
thick moustache in the ‘jolly’ position, 
he slammed the complacency of Euro- 
pean governments and reminded his 
audience of the fateful events of 1945 
that had led to Germany’s present 
split. The troubles began, he averred, 
when Churchill and Stalin first fought 
over the division of the country — 
Churchill insisting on having the 
curtains, linen and half the cutlery, 
and Stalin adopting an intractable 
position over the custody of the art 
treasures, textile industries of the 


* During military ceremonies 
attended by US personnel, all French 
soldiers shall fart in time to “The Star 
from Spangled Banner: 


E. Berlin United 0-0 West Berlin 


Dresden 
Academicals 


Throughout his term of office Moreau 
has continued to cock a snook at world 
opinion. During his recent walkabout 
in New Zealand he made a point of 
underscoring France's agricultural 
policy by pouring Perrier water down 
the trousers of the chairman of the 
Lamb Exporters Federation; while at 
last year's Paris Film Festival a group 
of British appleexporters were invited 


0-0 Bonn Rovers 


Potsdam City 0-0 Frankfurt 


Hamburg 


Karl Marx Stadt 0-0 Wanderers 


(East Berlin now go on to meet George 
. Smiley in a wood near Wittenberg.) 
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Why flussia 1s a great countr 


l 


> 
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by Stalinslav Josefovich Dubienkin, President and Premier 
of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, General 
Secretary of the Communist Party, holder of the Stalin 
Peace Prize (runner-up); the Rasputin Cross (First Class); 
the Karl Marx Shield for Most Promising Newcomer 
(awarded on the individual's 80th birthday); and the Trotsky 
All-Comers Ice-Pick Challenge Trophy. 


ussia is a great country. And a 

happy country. Meat shortages? 
What arethey? Food riots? We've never 
heard of them. Let me tell you a little 
about Russia asit really is. 

The Warsaw Pact is a most happy 
organisation. And an elite organisa- 
tion. There are thousands of other 
countries in the world who would just 
love to join our exclusive club. 
Regrettably, it takes time to formally 
process each application. But rest 
assured, we shall get round to you all 
in the end. The one thing you can be 
certain of concerning the Soviet bloc is 
that all its member states enjoy total 
freedom and independence under the 
terms of the treaty. All right, so we 
exercise a little discipline every now 
and again. But that is quite harmless. 
Let me give you an example. You know 
how when a little schoolboy has been 
naughty in class you have to admonish 
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him with an injection of 50ml sodium 
pentathol? Well, it is just the same 
with our neighbour countries when 
they commit an unfortunate error and 
need to be corrected. It is all in the 
cause of education. Certainly there is 
never any question of repression. 


nd you donot want to believe people 

who tell you otherwise. I find it 
quite inexplicable that, whenever a 
few of our tank divisions are sent to 
pick wild flowers on the Polish border, 
the Western propagandists make a big 
issue of it and say we are flexing our 
muscles. Of course we are not flexing 
our muscles. Although we could, if we 
wished, because it is a well-known fact 
that Russia's athletes are the best in 
all the world. And that is true if they 
are male or female. Which of course 
most of them are. All right, so our 
Women's Shot Putt champion shaves 


Olympic swimmer Martina Kalishnikov... she is 

totally unable to crush onyx cuff-links between 
her teeth. 

= 


| twice a day. So what? Unsightly hair 

| on the knuckles can detract from a 
woman’s femininity. And I can tell you 
from personal experience that extra 
Y-chromosomes are never, ever found 
in our lovely Russian ladies. 

There is a lot of talk about the 
alleged bad treatment of intellectuals 
in the Soviet Union. Talk of the KGB 
(whatever that is) hounding dissidents 
and suchlike. I can assure you that 
such cock-and-bull stories are totally 
without foundation. I myself visited 
the new National Institute of Psycho- 
logy in Omsk only the other year, and it 
is a happy place. Many of the inmates 
spend large portions of the day just 
laughing. And I can tell you I was able 
to meet many distinguished critics of 
| my policies — people who openly 
disagree with me — and shake them 
warmly by the foot. As for their wives 
and children, for whom we often 
provide generous 40-year sabbaticals 
at the other end of the Soviet Union, 
well, ithas never been safer for them to 
venture out on the streets at night 
without a meat cleaver. 


ussian agriculture is considered 
IL by most Western 
experts to be the most advanced in the 
world. Though you would never get 
them to admit this in public. In public 
they shelter behind malicious slan- 
ders about our farmers having to till 


Professor Leonid Mussorgski of the Economic 


Studies Group enjoys total freedom in his 
Government-sponsored apartment in Gorky. 
(Plaster deterioration behind the wallpaper 
gives the impression of padding.) 


the fields with a bent coat-hanger tied 
to a cats tail. Such stories are 
laughable. Only atiny, tiny proportion 
of our butter and grain is bought from 
the West. We have no interest what- 
ever in the West's feeble harvests, no 
wish to blackmail them into helping 
us out. The tales that the Politburo 


ing pictures of the Jolly Green Giant 
and the Statue of Liberty are nothing 
but lies. 

Soviet pastures are rich, verdant, 
and above all surprisingly free of old 
unexploded missile test warheads. 
Every autumn the peasants gather 
gratefully in the open countryside and 
sing ‘We plough the fields, and scatter’. 
Tittle-tattle about misguided 
priorities in the Russian industrial 
system are groundless. There is not, 
and never has been, a Russian salt 
mountain. And meat is our most 
plentiful commodity. Just because I 
have a dead dog in my fridge proves 
nothing. After all, why shouldn’t I 
have a dead dog in my fridge? Chinese 
food is rarely served in the USSR. 

Russian workers, as everyone 
knows, are the most efficient in the 
world. One Russian can do the work 
that four or five men would do in 
Britain. 
President, Premier, Party General 
Secretary and Commander of the 
Armed Forces. 

And whoever it was that said 
Russian cars are ugly and bulky 
simply does not know what he is 


spent years hoping to get compromis- - 


I myself do the jobs of 


Vigolotíens in Budapest express their joy at the Sensit dites vorettes of food available to them. 


talking about. The joke that the 
rhinoceros is actually a Russian-built 
gazelle elicits very few big laughs on 
the Leningrad night-club circuit these 
days. Not once have I ever had to use a 
30 ft gib-crane to change the back 
wheel of my Polski. Russia exports 
nearly 20timesas many carsasJapan. 
(The T-72 tank has never at any time 
been renamed the Moscovitch Coupé 
XLS for statistical purposes.) I often 
visit factories in the course of my job — 
and the workers quite spontaneously 


The Lada Metro 4000 Sprint — Number One 
exported car to South Yemen and Ethiopia. 


A Russian citizen enjoying tee Such 
scenes as this are repeated more mon tenfold 
right across the country. . 


remark to me how happy they are 
working in Russia and what remark- 
ably well-equipped lavatories they 
enjoy. They approve particularly ofthe 
very bracing quality of the paper and 
enjoy not having to stuff old hankies in 
the plug-holes, now that plastic is so 
plentiful. Many of them visit the 
lavatories several times a week, 


urely for enj —Ü : 
purely. forenjoyment. 
(a a tt 
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Aletter from a man who likes living in Russia. At 
least a dozen witnesses can be produced to 
swear on ooth that it was not written at 
gunpoint. 


o. There you have just a few reasons 
why I would always recommend 
the Soviet Union as a great country to 
live in. And I can assure you I have no 
personal motives in saying this, so 
there is no question of bias. Above all, 
Russia is a happy country. À country 
completely without fear A country 
wherea mancan live all hislife with no 
worry whatever that his upper molars 
may one day be wired to an electric 
sanding-drill. If you do not believe me 
then come and live here. Better still, 
we will come andlive with you. We are, 
after all,very accommodating people. 
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Recent Western Photo 


— 


Official Tass Photo 


Projected opening date: next winter 


Under construction 


Cities containing ten or 
more steaks 


Cities with dozens of lean 
portions of sirloin 


More than one chicken 
available on request 


Areas rich in natural food 
seasoning 


o 


A 


Noodles and beansprouts 
Clumps of wheat 


Sausages on sale 
containing less than 75% 
sawdust 


Rissoles rich inIslamic 
resistance fighter entrails 


31 


USSR 


The Tsar is dead: 
long live the fed Giant 


Russian premier Stalinslav Dubienkin can still remember 
the very first time he visited the Kremlin. He was just three 
years old, and so was the Kremlin. Gazing then at the old 
imperial palace with its soaring minarets and great 
bell-tower of Ivan the Terrible, he could hardly have guessed 
that one day he would be its principal resident; that one day 
that sprawling 90-acre citadel would become the Watchtower 


of the Eastern Hemisphere. 


here are those who say there are 
many Dubienkins. Dubienkin the 
statesman, Dubienkin the autocrat, 
Dubienkin the politician, and ‘Fatty’ 
Dubienkin, the overweight ogre who 
daily strolls into the Moscow State 
Supermart and orders the manager to 
supply him with a nice juicy T-bone 
steak, on pain of acquiring an Arctic 
baker's round. Yet the formidable 
power he wields throughout the union 
should not be allowed to erase the fact 
that the West's fiercest opponent is 
essentially a man of humble stock. 
Dubienkin was born in the village 
of Molchanova near Tomsk, the son of 
a simple idiot. His mother had thir- 
teen children in all — almost as many 
as his father. And throughout most of 
his childhood Dubienkin knew little 
but penury. Deprived of fuel or heat- 
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ing in the long winter months, he and 
his brothers and sisters would sit on 
the floor and warm their hands round 
their Uncle Nipkin's chilblain. 
Whenever the snows came and food 
was non-existent, they would all draw 
straws, and the loser would be baked 
into a blintz. 

Most of Dubienkin's early life was 
spent toiling on the steppe. It was 
here, at the age of seventeen, that he 
amazed his friends and neighbours by 
growing a bumper crop of wheat on 
land which everyone considered 
infertile. When asked what he had 
used to achieve this he replied: 'A 
whip. 

As a young man Dubienkin was 
never very close to his father. This 
was an arrangement that suited them 
both, since the latter was buried in St 


Dubienkin's former rival for power, Serge 
Zurianev, at his new home on the site of a 
reinforced concrete bridge in Vitebsk. 


Petersberg, and had started to attract 
maggots. Instead, Dubienkin lived 
with his aged mother Kripotnia, a 
white-haired old lady whose one 
treasured possession was a small 
bakelite fragment of The True Cross. 
(Later, during Stalin's notorious 
Christian purges, all fragments of the 
so-called "Irue Cross' were rounded 
up and when put together were found 
to form a 20-foot replica of Micky 
Rooney.) 

At the age of 25, Dubienkin began 
to tire of the bucolic rituals of reciting 
psalms to chickens, and decided 
instead that he would journey to 
Moscow to hear Lenin speak. For six 
and a half hours he listened with rapt 
attention to Lenin's every utterance, 
but sadly did not understand him. At 
that time no one understood him. He 


was still only two months old. 

But the flame of revolution had 
been kindled in Dubienkin's breast. 
Fired by the socialist doctrine of Marx 
and Engels, in 1916 he stole an icon of 
St Alexander and converted it into a 
bagatelle board with the ball-holes up 
the saint's nostrils. He was seized by 
the army and forced at knifepoint to 
discuss polo with a member of the 
imperial family. 


eanwhile, in the outside world, 

the Bolsheviks were about to 
turn society on its head. The nation 
gasped when Kerensky suddenly 
gatecrashed a costume ball at the 
winter palace dressed as Sir Joseph 
Porter KCB from HMS Pinafore. That 
night seventy-four members of the 
Russian aristocracy were publicly 


disembowelled in the city square. A 


hundred others were ordered to be 
confined for eighty days in a sweat- 
box without oysters. Many broke 
down in tears. 

Two years later it was all over. The 
Communists had disposed of the Tsar 
and his family for ever by sending 
them to a Trans-Siberian Express 
waiting-room in Minsk; it is said their 
decomposed remains were found 
years later in an abandoned Austin 


Conrad Svetlamak, as the whimsical ‘Old 
Mother Russia: His satirical skits on the Soviet 
leadership kept the country chuckling. 
Svetlomak died last year, aged not as old as he 
would have liked. 


Cambridge on the Odessa bypass. In 
the violent struggle for power which 
epitomised those early years of the 
fledgling superpower, Dubienkin 
demonstrated an immediate aptitude 
for Soviet-style leadership. In 1939 it 
was he who sealed Trotsky’s fate by 
sending him into the Bolshoi men’s 
dressing-room in a latex jumpsuit, an 
act which quickly.secured him a niche 
in the revolutionary hierarchy. 


Dubienkin's mother Kripotnia, prior to, and 
after, her death in 1941. Throughout herlife she 
never learned to read, and would often scoop 
up a handful of dirt and say ‘How I wish I 
understood it’ 


rom that day on Dubienkin was 

clearly earmarked as a future 
premier. Today he holds sway over the 
world’s greatest empire with unsink- 
able determination and a fervent 
passion for the spirit of socialism. 
With ceaseless vigour he continues to 
press on with Russia’s awesome 
military build-up like there’s no 
tomorrow. Of course he may know 
something we do not. 


USSR 


e strolls into the interview room 

dressed casually in a jacket of 
loose woven tweed. It is baggy at the 
seat and flaps round his thighs like a 
deflated zeppelin. 

He apologises profusely for being 
late and offers me a truth drug. He 
seems genuinely disappointed when I 
decline the hypodermic. It is typical of 
the man'sstyle. Casual and yet formal. 
Insulting and yet polite. Gentle and 
yet menacing. Cruel and yet somehow 
crueller. For this is Alexander Sol- 
zhenitsyn (no relation), saturnine 
inquisitor, archetype new-wave inter- 
rogator, and the man they are calling 
the most creative alternative physical 
torturer since Torquemada trod the 
heretics in the fifteenth century. 

The room is dark and smells of stale 
sweat and Rasputin No5, his favourite 


piercing smile and gleam in his 
iron-brown eyes. They remind me of 
two indentations poked with a finger 
in a half-stuffed cushion. He says 
people are always telling him that. 

His acolyte ties my hands with fuse 
wire and offers me an in-flight meal 
and duty-free cigars. He is sent from 
the room with a wave ofthe hand andI 
glimpse him afterwards being helped 
down the stairs with a baseball bat. 

Solzhenitsyn idly strolls over to my 
chair. 


"Would you like one of these to 
smoke? 

Idecline. 

‘Would you like this to smoke?” 

Again I politely refuse. 

"We have to put the electrodes 
somewhere, Mr. Lettuce? His eyes 
twinkle mischievously and he decides 
to connect them to my nipple. He 
tosses a coin todecide which one. I lose, 
and he proceedstofit the wires to oneof 
the intricate large racked high- 
voltage units that are his one 
indulgence in life. 

As the first involuntary spasms of 
pain sear through my naked body I am 
moved to ask exactly why he felt he 
had shot to megastardom following a 
simple confession obtained from a 
suspected Western collaborator. As if 
in answer, he grins wolfishly and 


»olzhenitsyn 
alternative 


Commissar Solzhenitsyn (no relation) of the Komitet Gosudarstvennoi Bezopasnosti 
interviewed by Ken Lettuce of the Sunday Times Colour Magazine. 


antiperspirant. Assorted thumb- 
screws and candle-wax are scattered 
puckishly on the table alongside 
slender bamboo shoots, enemas and 
back issues of The Interrogator. 

The floor is one of easy-care concrete 
—*so much more convenient for blood 
and candle stains’ — and a battered 
wooden chair stands beneath the 
glaring light bulb. I ask him why he 
chose that particular simple light 
fitting, so redolent of his stark con- 
temporary approach to life. Did he for 
instance, ever alter the décor? 

‘Naturally; he smiles. ‘For question- 
ing children under fifteen I put in a 
pearled bulb? He is a kind man at 
heart. 

He invites me to be seated with a 
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strikes me with a small chromium 
knuckleduster, fracturing several 
small bones in my nose in the anti- 
establishment style that has endeared 
him to millions. 

So what then of the future for this 
latter-day Braque of the scrotal- 
weights? Will success ever be allowed 
to spoil the man who has made Truth a 
whole new word? I put the question to 
him as best I can with several teeth 
reduced to the consistency of Cad-_ 
bury’s Marvel, and he teasingly inserts 
four Finch screws into my skull 
through holes not previously there. 

‘I think, perhaps’ he says at length, 
‘I shall learn to laugh more’. 

We continue long into the night. 


ES 
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A room of my own 


Commissar Solzhenitsyn (no relation) chooses a neo- 
Gothic style apartment with simple lines. His favourite 
stake and rack units are prominent. Walls in co-ordinated 
'mould' by KGB Magicote and manacles from Midnite 
Knock, 628 Red Square (callers welcome). 


| 

| Decor available to UK citizens ET ing on 

| a walking tour of the USSR, or s | roh 
Polaroid photograph anywhere in Mosca Ask 


| for details at your loca! Cambridge University 
| Old Boys Club. 
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USSR 


We have the technology 


An objective report by Tass on the Soviet Union's latest fighting equipment 


Russia is a great country. And a peace-loving country. No country in the world loves peace as much as we do. Why 
then, you ask, do we possess the most massive and indomitable military machine on earth? Well, let us look at the 
facts. It cannot be disputed that the Free World would never start a war. Only the West would do a thing like that. And 
that is why we in Russia must be ready at all times. Our mighty army is already twice as big as that of the United 
States. This has nothing whatever to do with the fact that all our men are conscripted. Soviet soldiers join up 
willingly, for the love of their leader, the love of their homeland, and the love of their testicles. And yet, although our 
manpower is staggering, many Westerners believe we are vastly inferior in the field of complicated electronics. This 
is notthe case. The Soviet Union has long since mastered the microchip, and what is more we are building bigger 
ones every year. So do not listen to the propagandists. Below you can see for yourselves the true picture of our 
amazingly sophisticated military technology. 


The T-75 tank 


Principal features 

The greatest gun turret in all the 
world. 

Thefinestroad wheels you ever 
saw in your life. 

No fire extinguishers whatever all 
along the inside walis. (None are 
necessary: the T-75 shows 
absolutely no tendency towards 
engine overheating, frequent 
transmission breakdowns, or 
sections of the armour-plating 
dropping off without any warning.) 
Spacious interior cleverly designed 
sothatthe gun may easily be 
loaded with the soldier's right hand. 
(The fact that 97 per cent of our gun 
crews are left-handed midgets is of 
no significance at all and merely 
reflects our concern to provide full 
employment for disabled minority 
groups.) 
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Advantages 
Can travel at over 875 m.p.h. from a 
standing start. Can totally 
obliterate any enemy tank. 
Requires no fuel whatever. 
(Admittedly, just dropping it out of a 
plane may seema little wasteful to 
some military observers, but we do 
have 120,000 of these things and 
we have to get rid of them 
somehow.) 


Disadvantages 
None. 
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The Soviet war machine is an 
awesome and invincible creature. 
Left: Russian soldiers parade with 
some of the small arms they might 
use in hand-to-hand combat. 
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The SS-20 medium-range 


— missile | 
Biological warfare ER | 
weapons Principal features 
= a Multiple independent warheads 
The Warsaw Pact forces now have Can be used variously to blow up 
a breathtaking array of advanced eight villages. four towns. two cities 

j g | 


chemical and biological weapons 
stockpiled at their bases in Lvov 
Theseinclude: 


or one meat queue in Gdansk 
Can travel anywhere in Europe by 
means of tree bus pass 

Fully automated manufacture 
(Previously. ittook 75 Russian 
peasants justto makethe nose 
cone. We have since found that 
titanium is more hard-wearing ) 
Has A present from Moscow 
written all the way through 


The unmentionable social 
disease bomb 

Withtop NATO officers all down the 
clinic trying to remember various 
names and addresses in Hamburg 
Soviet troops could cross the Rhine 
with no resistance whatever 


Advantages | 
Can easily be launched by 

accident, thus absolving the Soviet | 
Union of any blame ina 
pre-emptive strike 

Can accurately be targeted on the 
head of a pin, oran American 
soldier s brain, whichever is the 


The enhanced under-arm 
perspiration bomb 

This would have a devastatingly A 
widespread effect. leading to 
personal freshness problems 
among 95 per cent of all military 
personnel, a general lowering of 
team Spirit; and an increased 
ncidence of men bailing out from 
tanks three and a half minutes after 
the hatchis closed 


arger 

Comes in choice of colours Dusky 
Bolshevik, Proletariat Glow or 
Lubianka Sunset 


The premature baldness bomb 


In the event of hostilities breaking Disadvantages 
Out, this would be targeted on None | 
aimos!allthe Wests major leaders | 

on the principle that no one could | 
ever seriously launch a nuciear | 
attack while wearing atoupee | 
Disadvantages 
None 

The Soviet ‘Gulag’ spy Advantages 


High-sensitivity infra-red 
equipment can home in on and 
photograph a British MP lying in 
bed. (With X-rays it can photograph 
his secretary as wel 

In the event of a Soviet thrust into 


Satellite 


Principal features 
Power comes from sophisticated 
solar panels, andnot two dissidents 


inside chained to a treadmill (Itis ren is 
true many dissidents do volunteer WestGermar it could monitor 


for this work. in ordggto help us European troop movements and 
save on solar ene uttheirkind American bowei movements 
offers arenever taker up ) Subject has no idea he or she is 
r r ver > = ie r 
Highly specialised twin Minolta-ski UNder Surveillance. (Stories that ou 
Cameras (builtin Russiaandnotin early prototypes used to broadcast 
Japan). plus not one single built-in — loud messages saying Watch the 
A ; doctoring device to add extra virale ipio vi a 
wrinkles to all pictures of the Can pick up MASH 
American Presidents face Disadvantages 


SAUDI ARABIA 


Saudi Arabia: 
The pug a 


goes On 


We the Government of the Shah 
of Iran drowned in the inexor- 
able tide of Islamic revival five years 
ago there were many who said the US 
should have instantly taken up the 
cudgels to safeguard her own interests 
in the Gulf. In his stirringly eloquent 
‘Nuke the Wankers’ speech to Con- 
gress, Republican Senator Gerry 
Shickler III advocated a quick 'fry-job' 
on Tehran, urging the President to lose 
no time in booking a special call to the 


Sheikh Wanjid el Shadri. Publicly 
flogged for miming to a Jo Cocker 
record during Ramadan. Also 
sentenced to life imprisonment for 
wearing a satin garter-belt during 
Cabinet meetings and sniffing 
Tipp-Ex beneath a yashmak. 


‘Spats’ 


he sudden collapse of American 

influence in such a critical part of 
the world leaves President Cyclops 
with his greatest foreign policy chal- 
lenge since assuming office. White 
House aides report that the CIA have 
already drawn up several possible 
contingency plans to cope with the 


growing crisis. 


One: a surprise attack on Saudi 
Arabia by United States forces 
stationed across the Red Sea in Egypt. 


Sulaf el Khalouk. Former Minister 
for Oil. Sentenced to death for 
entering a mosque on a unicycle 
and referring to the Archmullah as 


Archmullah — ‘Pershing to Persian’ 
The speech was regarded as so 
extreme that Shickler was afterwards 
trussed up in a straitjacket, rushed 
away in a yellow van, and never seen 
again until he was sworn in as 
Secretary of State for Defence two 
weeks later. 

Sadly, the West appears to have 
learnt no lessons from Iran. In recent 
weeks we have seen an almost identi- 
cal revolution topple the ruling 


Aquaman. 


Since the forces are all infantry rather 
than naval it is rumoured that Cecil B. 
De Mille could be called upon to assist 
in the logistics of the operation. 


Two: a surprise attack by airborne 
forces. This would involve ten com- 
mando divisions sneaking in the back 
way while everyone was facing Mecca. 


Three: a consolidation of America’s 
top-secret missile launchers in Egypt. 
The risk of discovery is felt to be the 


Yitzhak ben Fharak. Formally 
executed for keeping a 
photograph of Ernest Borgninein 
his Koran, and later appearing on 
the streets of Medina dressed as 


monarchy in that other bastion of our 
strategic interests, Saudi Arabia. It 
needed no AWACS to see a putsch was 
coming in Jeddah, but few Western 
observers could have been prepared 
for the fast and furious way in which 
the fanatics managed to seize power. 
And this week the new revolutionary 
council continued with its major purge 
of all pro-Western revisionists who, 
they claim, have persistently failed to 
observe Islamic Law... 


Hosni Abu Tessouki. Sentenced to 
life imprisonment for praying with 
a bacon sandwich behind his ear, 
and forcing his eighteen wives to 
slap their buttocks in unison to the 
rhythm of ‘Mr Bo Jangles’ 


major deterrent here: many people 
have already started noticing there 
are more pyramids than there used to 


be. 


Whatever course of action Cyclops 
decides upon, one thing is certain: he 
must decide fast. The vital oil pipeline 
from the Middle East has often been 
described, very aptly, as the West's 
jugular. The way things are going at 
the moment, we are heading for full 
throttle. 


MIDDLE EAST 


Mashiq Rassim, the new self-proclaimed Shah of Iran. 


How Mashiq Rassim rose to total obscurity in just ten years 


A Shah isborn 


“In the midst of Death there is Life; in Despair there is 
Hope; and in Darkness thereis Light. Theonly exception to 
this being a weekend fqr two in Milwaukee.” 


ashiq Rassim spoke these words 

atthe funeral of his elder brother, 
the late Shah of Iran, shortly after the 
revolution which toppled his family 
from power five years ago. The old 
Shah had never been a popular man, 
and when he was cremated the priest 
launched the coffin into the furnace 
with a bottle of champagne. Mashiq 
was heartbroken at his brother's 
death but never downhearted, and a 
week later had the ashes flown to a 
specialist in Harley Street for a second 
opinion. 

An inquest was held and the jury, 
after deliberating for 13 hours, 
returned a verdict of ‘stiff’. In Tehran 
the Archmullah declared a national 
day of celebration, which, under the 
new Islamic strictures, involved 
whispering the words ‘whoopee’ into a 
brown paper bag and then birching 
one'sgenitalia as a penance. A chapter 
in Iran's history had closed. Another 
was just about to begin. 
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ashiq Rassim had always been 

the forgotten member of the 
Iranian royal family. During the early 
part of his late father’s reign he and his 
two elder brothers Aziz and Kamul 
were sent to a cadet encampment in 
Mashad as part of their preparatory 
training for military service. The 
three were soon to distinguish them- 
selves in very different ways. The 
young, vital Aziz excelled in physical 
adroitness. He was an accomplished 
expert in unarmed combat, dextrous 
and swift, with an impressive mobility 
in any situation that was thrown at 
him. Kamul was the intellectual of the 
trio: punctilious in his approach, he 
had an immediate and intuitive grasp 
of the totality of battle and fizzed with 
instant and startling alternatives for 
assured victory. Mashiq rarely turned 
up for battles, and was later disco- 
vered crouching under the sheets in 
his tent composing a fan letter to 
Huckleberry Hound. 


The Prince visits Cambridge Woolworth's for some new bootlaces. 


His punishment was swift and 
appropriate. He was returned 
immediately to the palace in Tehran 
and sent along to the throne room in 
full uniform where his chocolate 
medals were ceremonially eaten by 
the Shah. His father then placed a 
black cap upon his head and decreed 
that Mashiq would be taken thence to 
a place of English public school 
education. (And may God have mercy 
on your sexuality.) 

Mashiq's vast entourage of personal 
servants and lackeys were removed 
from him, and his pet Kurds returned 
to the wild. Only his faithful retainer 
Abdab was permitted to accompany 
him during his new life in England, if 
such a word as life could accurately 
convey the grim experience that lay in 
wait for him. 


he journey to Great Britain by sea 

proved a hellish test of endurance. 
Racked with sea-sickness throughout 
the voyage, Mashiq eked out his 
allowance by renting his meals on an 
hour-to-hour basis. For him no plague 
or pestilence could match the torture 
of an ocean crossing during rough 
weather. Relief was impossible to 
come by: no travel-sickness pill ever 
made it further than halfway down his 
oesophagus before prematurely re- 
emerging into the daylight. When he 
finally arrived in England Mashiq 


-took a month to recover and had to 


14. Gynaecologist who is really the Plumber quickie (Chris, Helen) 


15, Horsemen of the Apocalypse/Pour Tops parody (Stig. Chris, Andy, * 
te and Band) 


A KICK IN THE ROLLOCKS 


CAMBRIDGE FOOTLIGHTS END-OF-TERM SMOKER 


(interval of 20 minutes) 
1). melving Crime by Calculus (Gute, Ronie, Claire, Hoken) 
2, Paranoid Weather Forecast (Stig, Pete and The Band) 
3.. Jacobite Sex Shop sketch (Tim, Ronnie, Clair) 
4. Trendy Vicars/Jim Hendrix number. (Stig, Pete and The Band) 
5, Oedipus Optician quickie (Ronnie; Chris) - 
> Adam and Eve 'Brief Encounter* parody (Mervyn, Sophie) 
+ Drank Scotsman (Mashíg) 
. God at Prep School (Ronnie, Stig, Andy, Chris) 


6 
7 
8 
9. Nazi Flower Arranging routine (Andy) 
10 


+ Kafka at the Psychiatrist's quickie (Tim, Ronnie) . 


2. Opening Number: Enoch Powell reggae spoof (Chris, Andy, Claire, 
Pete and The Band). 


3. Kamikaze diving instructor sketch (Andy, Stig, Tim, Ronnie, 
Chris, Mervyn) 


4. James Watt kettle quickie (Chris, Sophie) 


5. Society for the Chronically Constipated routine (Andy, Chris, 
Stig, Tim; Helen) 


- Schizophrenia music-hall double-act (Andy) 


. Dracula at the Dentist's (Ronnie, Tim, Claire) 
+ RSM Grilling the Cubists (Andy, Stig, Tim, Ronnie, Chris) 
. Cannibal restaurant sketch (Ronnie, Clair, Stig) 


+ American President C 4 W number (Helen, Stig, Clair, Sophie, 
Pete and The Band) 


. Quentin Crisp ‘My Way’ parody (Mervyn, Pete and The Band) 
LL, Sodom ei Gomórrali Anpuranh claim etd (Andy, Helen, isis) 
. Richard I Heart Transplant gag (Stig. Sophie) 
13. Marcel Marcéau Newscaster piece (Andy) 


14. 'Mr and Mes’ send-up (Tim, Ronnie, Helen, Chris, Clair, Andy, 
Sophie, Mervyn) 4 


lL. Appeal on behalf of People Who Read Worde Backwards trie) 
12. Mews for the Deaf Magaphone quickie (Sophie) 


+ Jan Paisley Becomes a Trappist Monk routine (Stig, Chris, Andy) 15. Finale: Logical Positivism Blues (A11) 


cruel blow to Mashiq when he was 
made cox in one of the school's rowing 
teams. Calling the stroke while lean- 
ing over the side summoning his 
breakfast into the megaphone Mashiq 
Rassim effectively scotched his 
chances of ever making a career as an 
oarsman. His years in Big School were 
even more demanding, but by the 
process of constantly ferrying a small 
oval object up and down a rectangle of 
wet mud while elderly men bayed at 
him to 'go for the legs' he successfully 
guaranteed himself a place at Cam- 
bridge. 

He arrived at Trinity College that 
Michaelmas and quickly made friends 
with Curtis Fairchild-Anderson, pres- 
ident of the Cambridge Footlights, a 
créche for BBC producers which had 
spawned such eminent celebrities as 
David Frost, John Bird, Jack Benny, 
W. C. Fields and The Three Stooges. 
Rassim became an instant hit when he 
appeared in an end-of-term smoker, 
called rather satirically A Kick in the 
Rollocks, in which he played — as 
Jimmy Edwards and Jack Hulbert 
had before him - a drunk Scotsman in 
the traditional Watney's quickie, with 
the aid of a tin of mushroom soup. Bob 
Hope, then a trainee script editor on 
Week Ending, saw the performance 
and instantly offered Rassim a 
twenty-year contract as Prince of| |. o m dle 
Wales. Rassim regretfully declined | The Cambridge University interview board 
and the position went to someone else. | awaiting the next applicant. 


During his entombment among the 
ivy-covered spires at Trinity Mashiq 
Rassim often demonstrated a knavish 
flair for kicking over the traces. In his 
third year he was sent down for 
absent-mindedly smiling at a waiter, 
and on six occasions he was caught 
coming over the wall at college after 
hours, and the helicopter confiscated. 
He emerged from university nine 
years later with a grade three in 
History and went on to night school 
where he took a crash course of 
penicillin. 


ack home in Iran Mashiq's father 
had died of pellagra and his 
brother Aziz was now on the throne. 
But a further tragedy was yet to befall 
the Rassim dynasty when Kamul, by 
now commander-in-chief of the army, 
was found floating in the Gulf of Oman 


Biology tutorial at Public School... pupils 
sketch a fly-holf's erection. 


wear a lavatory seat round his neck for 
three weeks until the worst of the 
withdrawal symptoms were over. 
Hisstay at Dulwich College, deep in 
Britain's pundit belt, was no less 
hideous. His native accent became so 
much the object of ridicule that for two 
months he hummed all his French 
orals. His academic prowess was as 
limited as his enthusiasm for the 
curriculum. He was constantly caned 
for the elementary errors Abdab made 
in his prep, and when asked to decline 
the noun urbs, urbis he replied 'No 
thanks: 
During his second term fate struck a 
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MIDDLE EAST 


A scene from the Cambridge Footlights Revue skit ‘Sermon on the Mount. Written by twenty-eight 
people with hyphenated surnames, the sketch is now widely regarded as an all-time classic. 


one morning chained to an inflatable 
model of Carol Channing. Mashiq, 
now heir presumptive, was instantly 
summoned back to the bosom of the 
family: his grandmother Fatima. 
Fatima booked Mashiq and Abdab 
ontothe next steamer back to the Gulf, 
and when he returned Mashiq was 
groomed to take over the duties of 
army supremo and head of SLADE, 
the country's notorious secret police 
force. For the next few years, leading 
uptothe revolution, Mashiq held both 
these posts in tandem, and constantly 
denied allegations that his 
grandmother was in fact the real 
power behind the throne. Even so, 

spotted away 


TIT eii 


Adrian Pembers-Willis .. the only student in his 


year at — i not to get his own comedy 
series on Radio 4. 


on holiday in Monte Carlo, while 
compulsory knitting and crocheting 
suddenly began to appear in the list of 
army regulations, and political dissi- 
dents everywhere lived in fear of the 
midnight squeak ofthe invalid trolley. 

In the context of widespread repres- 
sion and capitalist revisionism the 
seeds were sown for an Islamic back- 
lash. Outraged by the Shah's slide into 
secular decadence the Muslims 
decided enough was enough and 
launched a revolt. Defeat for the 
monarchy came quickly. The Shah was 
ousted and Iran fell into the hands of 
the Archmullah and his Shi'ite fun- 
damentalists. Fleeing from the land 
with the bulk of his family's wealth in 


Fotima Rassim, grandmother of the present 
Shah. Atthe time of the photograph her teeth 
were being rejewelled at Asprey's. - . 


diamonds and precious crown jewels, 
Mashiq and Abdab were very nearly 
apprehended when they elected to 
pass through the 'Something to 
Declare' channel at the border. A week 
laterthey were safely ensconced at the 
Cháteau Verey in southern France, 
the guests of the French Government. 
Their stay was conditional upon 
refraining from all political activity of 
any kind, and ordering only decent 
wines. 

When his elder brother died, also 
in exile, Mashiq naturally feared 
that he would now become a marked 
man. For atime he was relieved of this 
threat by a certain inbred quality — 
described by some commentators as 
‘thick as shit’ — in the context of which 
he was not even deemed worthy of 
assassination. All this changed a few 
months ago when Rassim publicly 
proclaimed himself the new Shah of 
Iran and began inciting his supporters 


ES 


AShi'ite Muslim celebrates the Shah's death by 
mentally picturing Lana Turner naked except for 
white ankle-socks. 


tooverthrow the ruling Archmullah to 
pave the way for his return to power. 
The Government in Tehran responded 
swiftly to this heresy, and only last 
month Rassim narrowly escaped cer- 
tain death when a guerrilla with an 
anvil strapped to his back parachuted 
into a pissoir only inches from Ras- 
sim's body. 

All ofa sudden Shah Mashiq Rassim 
is a gross political embarrassment to 
the French Government, and the 
question on everyone's lips now is: how 
much longer will he be allowed to 
remain in the country? And, should he 
be ordered out, where in the world will 


- he go next? 


A Life in the day of 
the Shah of Irans butler 


Mashiq Rassim’s faithful retainer Abdab outlines a typical day 
in the service of his royal master 


tis my custom to rise at 3.30 in the morning, so that I may 

make an early start on the day’s chores. My first job is 
to check my blindfold to ensure that I am not able to see 
anything I should not during the tasks which lie ahead of 
me. I, as a lowly and humble being of infinite insignifi- 
cance, am traditionally forbidden 
to look upon the face of the Divine 
and Royal Shah. Should I catch so 
much as a glimpse of his esteemed 
visage my sight would then be 
forfeit, and in accordance with the 
Holy Scriptures I should then have 
to pluck out my eyes with a pair of 
sugar tongs. Fortunately, I am scr- 
upuloustoa fault inthisrespect, and 
ensure that my eyes are constant- 
ly masked whenever I am in the 
immediate vicinity of my master. 

My next task is to gather the 
ingredients for the Lion ofthe Gulf’s 
breakfast: pitta bread, fresh figs, 
lamb kedgeree and coffee. I grind 
each bean individually by hand 
using a silver nail-file. Next, I must 
eat all the bread and figs to obviate 
any possibility that the Nub of the 
Galaxies might be poisoned by 
assassins. The kedgereeI may leave 
since itis sacrilegein my country for 
murdererstotamper withrice-based 
dishes. (In extreme cases they are occasionally permitted to 
poison a head of state if they have first made a pilgrimage to 
theholy shrineof He WhoIs Named Uncle Ben, in the USA.) 
My next duty istothrow the kedgeree away, as my master is 
allergic to rice. : 

By this time it is approaching 4.50 and I must now wake 
Zuzug, my master’s personal rooster, in his fur-lined 
dovecote in the basement. I help the creature onto its perch 
and insert a funnel intoits beak so as toexpedite the pouring 
in of hot Ribena, of which it is very fond. When the rooster 
fails toreviveI become concerned. Upon feeling the creature 
more carefully I discover that this morning I have picked up 
my master’s ceremonial feathered helmet and tipped 
blackcurrant juice inside the headband. Sometimes it will 
take me several hours to locate the animal proper. When Ido 
eventually run my fingers up and down the familiar bones of 
its wriggling neck I know I have found it at last. 
(Identification of the neck is most important: on 


several occasions my master has found himself being 

wakened by a half-defrosted clammy object spewing giblets 

into his pyjamas. He was not pleased, and having fastened 

a padlock onto the refrigerator door proceeded to school 

me in the error of my ways with the assistance of a heavy 
garden rake.) 

I now load the rooster into the 
service lift and winch it up into the 
room ready to execute its early 
morning call in my master’s left ear. 
Meanwhile, I proceed to feel my way 
upstairs, and by the time the 
Twinkle of the Heavens is opening 
his eyes I am sliding open the door 
noiselessly and crossing his bed- 
room to open the curtains, This 
morning, after entering several 
cupboards and encountering a vari- 
ety of heavy domestic appliances, I 
finally seek out his chamber. He is 
just beginning to wake. Having 
opened the window and swept up the 
broken glassI run my master’s bath, 
carefully drying myself again 
afterwards. My master gets into the 
bath and I begin feeling around for 
the loofah. A scream in the key of C 
tells me I am not yet on the right 
track. This is confirmed a second 
later by the sensation of five knuck- 

les massaging the pit of my stomach. I apologise profusely 
and then have no difficulty at all locating the loofah: it is 
half way down my throat and penetrating deeper all the 
time. 

By 10.15 all is ready for my master’s departure to a state 
ceremony he is to attend in Montpellier. As his car draws up 
I give his dress uniform a final brush, and buckle on his 
sword. He bids a perfunctory farewell and I pass him his 
helmet. Following a summary blow from his scabbard I am 
dispatched to find a lotion suitable for the removal of 
Ribena stains. Twenty minutes later the Hound of the 
Baskervilles, suitably cleansed, is again on his way, and I, 
retrieving the moist squeegee from down the front of my 
trousers, am at last able toremove my blindfold. I discover I 
am in the wrong house and have been ministering to 
Salvador Dali. I bludgeon myself about the head with a 
pick-axe handle arid return home at once. The day has 


just begun’ : 
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Living 
with 
death... 


Iranians wish they could go 
back into the frying-pan 


MINISTER OF THE INTERIOR 
head of the state police. IN: Mullah Ali Jhadinaf. 


MINISTER FOR INDUSTRIAL DEVELOPMENT 


OUT: Hedoezi Banjhossain, formerly the corrupt mastermind of the Shah's 
shady oil deals with the West. IN: Mullah Khalid Hammul Massoud. 
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OUT: Shahpour Fhashavi, formerly the Shah's powerful right-hand man and 


he grim, wizened man flew home to 

Tehran on an Air France plane. He 
was obdurate in his refusal of tea, 
coffee and alcohol. A little boy across 
the aisle offered him a wine-gum, and 
was instantly immolated with a 
flame-thrower as a warning against 
| the evils of immoderation. 
airport terminal building in Iran the 
old man availed himself of some 
500,000 duty-free cigarettes, mutter- 
ing something about 'last requests' to 
the counter assistant. He was con- 
| veyed from the airport to the Majlis on 
a bullet-proof camel. Nearly a million 
cheering Moslems thronged the route. 


weeks before, had served the ousted 
Shah, now clamoured for the old man's 
autograph on their death certificates. 
The Archmullah had returned to Iran 
at last. During a 21-year exile, during 
which hedelivered messages of hope to 
his Iranian supporters via nightly 
broadcasts on Radio Luxemburg, the 
Archmullah had always remained 
| firmly inthe hearts of his people. Now 


to rule the country alone, in his 
one-man fight against autocracy. A 
new code of moral ethics was to be 
imposed upon the nation: during the 


MINISTER OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS 
OUT: Rajav Azedi Seyed, architect of the Shah's controversial pro-Western 
military policies. IN: Mullah Sharak el Khalq. 


At the | 


Uniformed guards who, only a few | 


he was back, and for the next year was | 


T 


first hour of these becoming law there 
were three arrests. A man caught 
stealing had his hand cut off; a man 
caught heckling the Archmullah had 
his tongue cut off; and a man caught 
with his neighbour's wife also had his 
tongue cut off. 

'Iwelve months later, free elections 
were held in interrogation cells all 
over Iran for the new Islamic Commit- 
tee of Revolution which was to take 
over the day-to-day administration of 
the country's affairs. The new 
appointments reflect a radical shift 
away from the men who previously 
held the same jobs under the Shah: 


HEAD OF THE SECRET SERVICE 


OUT: Zesousakh Poudeyan, former Iron Man of Iran's intelligence 
network. IN: Mullah Mustapha Hebeshi. 


INTERNATIONALTERRORISM 


Man of athousand faces 


... and they are all possessed by The Devil 


e bears allegiance to no one. Dollars and roubles are all 

the same to him; indeed, to this day his own original 
nationality is a mystery. He is Lacrobat — the most hunted 
terrorist in the world. 

Over the past twenty-six years the man they call 'The 
Devil' has established a reputation as a mercenary of 
devastating cunning. Classified CIA investigations 
have now established his complicity in no 
fewer than 63 assassinations, 52 border 
disputes, 33 military coups (four 
bloodless), nine major air disas- 
ters, eight Italian earth- 
quakes, six floods, three 
famines, the seemingly 
unconnected deaths of Joan 
Crawford and Sheikj Mujibur 
Raman of Bangladesh, the Tor- 
rey Canyon disaster, the corned 
beef typhoid scare, the Cuban 
missile crisis, the phasing out of * 
thefarthing,thesudden obscurity of * 

Simon Dee, and the collapse of the ` 
Australian batting at Lord's. A hun- 
dred other cases are still pending inquiry. 

Without doubt he is the most ubiquitous 
international criminal of modern times. 

He also remains the most elusive. With his 
profusion of provocatively meticulous dis- 
guises he somehow constantly manages to defy 
detection. In the words of CIA Chief Gus 
Mankiewicz: ‘He has brought to the field of global 
terrorism a style and precision that few of his 
contemporaries can rival. 

A one-time mercenary who wasfor eighteen years in 
Lacrobats employ is Hungarian-born Ildiko Spunk. 
More than anyone else, Spunk has helped provide US 
Intelligence with a clearer insight into his former 
employer's eccentric modus operundi. 

'Lacrobats uncanny ability to assume a bewildering 
variety of identities has justly earned him the sobriquet 
“Man of a Thousand Faces”, although as a matter of fact 
when I first joined him in 1960 he still had only the 935. 
During the course of the next few years he went on to add a 
further 65 faces to his repertoire, and they seemed to make 
all the difference. 

"Most masters of disguise are content to go their whole 
livesjust switching around a particular stock of characters. 
Not Lacrobat. Lacrobat is constantly refining, constantly 
embellishing; deleting certain faces and adding other new 
ones in order to keep the deceptions fresh and exciting. I 
know for a fact he takes a personal pride in all his work, and 
would never want to risk any of the thousand faces getting 
stale. 

"During the time I worked for him I was one of his three 
main ideas men. He would keep us all on a weekly retainer 
to come up with interesting new identities, often tailored to 
the particular bombing or massacre he was about to carry 


out. And we would then supply him with a selection, out of 
which he would choose the ones that most appealed to him. 
Once, I remember, on a rainy night in April, I got a phone 
call at three in the morning, collect from the Bay of Pigs. It 
was Lacrobat. He told me an anti-CIA propaganda job had 
just cropped up at the last minute and he needed an 
emergency face that would suit the occasion. I said I'd 
get on to it at once and put the phone down. Half an 
hour later I called him back with eight possible faces 
and I think he used two of them. Now that's real 
pressure. 
'He's a demanding man, there's no question of 
that, and yet he has an intuitive feel for what | 
works and what doesn't. I remember, quite 
recently, he was personally selected to slash 
a very famous Royal portrait in the British 
National Gallery Not unnaturally he 
regarded this as a great honour, and 
straight away goton to me and the boys 
to work on the face that he would use. 
Wereally burned the midnight oil on 
thatone, and when he called upthe 
office four days later we pre- 
sented him with what we consi- 
dered a beaut. It involved him 
posing as Cadogan Fritz 
Benguin, a 38-year-old 
glass-blower and part- 
time vivisectionist who 
had experienced bed-wet- 
ting as a teenager, and now wore 
artificial eyebrows following an 
accident near a main gas main in 
Kamchatka. 
'He thanked us profusely for our hard work, but 
said it wasn't really him.How would it be, he suggested, 
if instead of bed-wetting Benguin had had an attack of 
whooping cough in early infancy which now resulted in a 
slight squawking sound whenever he pronounced long 'O's? 
We were lost in admiration at the simplicity ofthe idea and 
cursed ourselves for not having thought of it first. Needless 
to say, the disguise worked like a dream and the operation 
became a classic. In fact it was as a direct result of that one 
that he later got the Greek general election job: 
f Lacrobat has a thousand faces he also has a thousand 
tricks up his sleeve. His methods, though complex, are 
often breathtakingly inspired. Time and time again he has 
foiled the world's ablest detectives and anti-terrorist 
experts. Now, with the valuable help of Mr Spunk, it is 
hoped that the authorities will at long last be able to put the 
finger on him, and bring him swiftly to justice. 


(Ildiko Spunk is a member of the International Strategic Studies Group of 
Jennings, Benzine, Wantage, Spunk, Braniac, Pickles and Dando). 


The centre photograph shows Lacrobat's calling card: a tarot of The Devil. 
This particular one was found in the windpipe of Pandit Nehru after he 
choked to death in 1964. 


INTERNATIONALTERRORISM 


The Human Cham 


Six detailed case histories from the CLA's Lacrobat file 


NAME Ernest Knob. (FACE No.8) 


Retired lecturer in impetigo and acne- 
Mandeville Hospital, Bucks, England. 


related skin irritations at Stoke 


wacht 12 st. 3 lb. 


wsineLes 36” 


MISC 
Webbed toes on left foot and persistent blink due to damaged conjunctiva caused 
by gazing at the sun through a magnifying glass during a cycling holiday in 


Río, 1936. 


ss baggage and a 


SIGHTED 
immediately prior to 


Boarding an Air France flight to Amsterdam with 63 lb exce 


bound, complete set of Dermatology Today as hand luggage, 
the Moluccan hostage crisis. 


ELUDED CAPTURE. 


NAME 
Christian Petrocelli. (FACE No. 174) 


Ex-patriate Poli 
sh ac 
Ivor Novello. Own NUR specialising in light comedy and o t 
A peretta, except 


wtGHT ll st. 9 lb. | 


MISC 
Scar on temple 
Nylon appendix. 


SIGHTED 
On location with 
TV movie of Die 
Practising the 


name Irving Driberg, B.Sc. (Open Univ.) (FACE No. 201) 


Travelling computer software salesman to the Buckman Zip Fastener industry. 
Keen poet. 


NIPPLES Two 


weGHT 12 st. 3 lb. 


NSIOELEG 364" TEETH. Uncleaned 


MISC 
Blue tinge to complexion due to failed open-heart surgery in 1971. Wart on 


lower duodenum. 


SIGHTED 
Driving 


a Panamanian-registered Volkswagen Beetle to Essen with boot packed 
hígh with discount punch-tapes and a selection of floppy disc systems three 
days after the Lord Lucan disappearance. Delayed the German border officials for 
two hours thirteen minutes by giving an impromtu rendering of his latest 
selection of greetings card jingles, including three unrequested encores of Happy 
Birthday, Auntie dearest, of all your nephews I'm the nearest. 
ELUDED CAPTURE. 2 . 


oe 


(FACE No. 202) 


d Nations and twice 
to coin the ph 
non-controlling share 


name General Conrad Walter-Mingay. 
ttaché to the Unite 
Father was the first man 
Owns large 


runner-up for the 
rase ' fuzzy-wuzzy' 


Ex-Royal Artillery 4 
in Lipton's. 


Nobel Peace Prize. 
and was awarded the George Cross. 


wacht 26 st. 5 lb. weeues One 


eves Violet 


weoELEG Teak TEE False 


HAR Same 


MISC 

Both legs artificial after a disagreement with a tíger in Whipsnade Zoo on 
VE Night. Refuses modern prosthetic limbs because of faulty workmanship and 
cheap materials. Sprayed for Dutch elm disease three years ago. 


nstitutional, on the outskirts 
urity forces he 


SIGHTED 
Performing strange 
of Fylingdales ear 
challenged them to 
they were not his own. 
be restrained from taking de 
pockets - supposedly shareholder's 
handlers as a juicy titbit for the dogs' supper. 


an evening CO 
When accosted by sec 
with a steel-tipped riding crop to prove 
Provided a riding crop for this very purpose. Could not 
nted cans of Lipton's tinned cling peaches from his 
perks - and pressing them upon the Alsation 
ELUDED CAPTURE . 


walk, claimed to be 
ly warning station. 
whack his legs hard 


WERI 
HT 12 stone exactly 


Rushin 
4 g a rep; 
Mile Island ^ ACement — 
" With extra mel 
ELUDED CAPTURE 908 Unit to à machi 
° ne in Thre 
e 


name Valentine Lush, M.D. (FACE No. 977) 
Professional ship's doctor on ocean-going liners for over thirty years. 
intern on the Lusitania. 


Was 


went 18 st. 11 lb. 


eves Left: blue-grey 
Right: glass 


pen WSIDELEG 36" 


MISC 
Slurs the ends of all words of an Anglo-Saxon derivation due to peripheral 


brain damage from malaria on the Indian run. Often whistles Handel on a small 
kazoo to relax the nerves. Feet different sizes. 


SIGHTED 

Searching for his glass eye 
Hoped it had fallen down th 
could get a new one made of Reactolite Rapi 
the entire crew for the incidence of dropsy while he was the 
expanded offer to include free tetanus jabs for the tug crew 
choice plus an internal examination of the 'Flags'. 
ELUDED CAPTURE. (Eye self-destructed six minutes after h 


near a Polaris submarine docked in Portsmouth. 

rough the crack by the bulk-head and chipped so he 

de on the insurance. Offered to check 
re. When pressed, 
of the Admiralty's 


is disappearance.) 


cu) 47: 


his special background 
report has been compiled 

after months of exhaustive 
and painstaking research by 
two of the world's foremost 
investigative journalists, 
Andrew Marshall and David 
Renwick. 

Between them Marshall 
and Renwick have notched 
up over thirty-eight years' 
experience in the field of hard 
news reporting. 

Marshall, a former dip- 
lomatic correspondent with 
the BBC, first rose to 
national prominence in 1964 for his series of interviews 
with leading Russian dissidents, which he carried out with 
the aid ofa spiritualist. In 1966 he astounded his colleagues 
by covering The Six Day War in three days flat, and when 
John Lennon was tragically shot in 1980 he was the only 
journalist to get every scream down in shorthand and later 
publish them in the best-seller Lennon: The Final Lyrics. 


Renwick, who worked on 

. the Daily Express before mov- 

i |) ing into newspapers, has 

if; covered every royal belch for 

? the last eighteen years. In 

y 1969 he recorded an exclusive 

É attack of flatulence during 

E the Prince of Wales's investi- 

E ture, and his regular Christ- 

mas commentaries on the 

seasonal vomitings at San- 

dringham are now as much a 

part of Yuletide as plum 

PW pudding. In 1970 he was the 

MI first reporter to hear of the 

i death of Reginald Maudling, 

which ofa course was hushed up until after he had completed 
his final term of office in the Cabinet. 


Whoops Apocalypse is Marshall and Renwick’s first full- 
length coverage of Armageddon. They are also the authors 
of Bestseller! , an explosive account of the life and death of 
Eric Pode of Croydon. 


Their likes and dislikes 


DAVID RENWICK 

Home: 'My ten-bathroomed, split-level bedsit in Islington. 
I've just had a microwave doorbell installed so that when 
frigid women call they will be defrosted by the time I get to 
the door. 

Girlfriend: Actress Zandra Krushh. I've been going steady 
with Zandra for almost three packets now. We spent our first. 
week together last Christmas in Gstaad. It was all very 
respectable then: we had separate Alps. Nowadays we have 
a very fair and open relationship. She doesn't mind if I sleep 
with other girls and neither do I' 

Food: T've just gone on a fantastic new diet that allows me 
to eat only food beginning with the letter C. Unfortunately I 
have discovered that food begins with the letter F and this 
naturally creates problems. Otherwise, I love nothing 
better than a good tortellini at Marco's in Romilly Street. 
Some day I hope to find out what it is? 

Music: Tm crazy on Fat Briefcase currently, along with 
Queen Mothers and Afghan Crisis. Also I like anything by 
Spook the Ganges, but feel Elaine Brezhnev has blown it 
since she left Snig Boys. Most of all I like the sound made by 
having an electric drill boring into the top of your cranium' 
Clothes: ‘I choose most of these myself, although Zandra 
sometimes comes along with me to spit on them. I go mainly 
for clothes with classic design that will last for years; 
otherwise they're worn out before I find them in the Oxfam 
Shop. Also I feel skin is very important; most of mine is 
made to measure. I have sixteen sets now, but I think ten 
should be the minimum for anyone! 
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ANDREW MARSHALL 

Home: 'My 42-acre mock-Lego country house in Woburn. 
Before I moved in, I had the interior ripped out and fed to a 
shark. I then installed a kitchen with a large breakfast bar 
solcouldstart drinking early in the morning; and a massive 
library with shelves running from floor to ceiling — but 
found that the books kept sliding down to the bottom: 
Boyfriend: ‘I’ve been with Chuck for some time now. He is 
heavily into leather, motorbikes and American Mormon 
uniforms, and always wears clingfilm protruding from his 
back left-hand jeans pocket to show he likes Tupperware 
parties. We have an on-off relationship, depending how 
slippery the sump oil is: 

Food: Tama strict vegetarian and often brunch at Sodapop 
City in Covent Garden where I enjoy a carrot bran and 
sesame sorbet with nuts on rye? 

Exercise: ‘I swim fourteen lengths of my swimming pool 
every morning. The last thirteen are always hard work 
because I haven't yet perfected a turn! 

Music: ‘I really love Beethoven's Pastoral Symphony, but 
I'm not struck on the stuff he wrote recently. I have gone off 
Wagner since the time I went to the opera: there was a 
sudden power failure and I was hit on the head by a falling 
Valkyrie. Dvorak I like alternate notes of only. This means 
attending concerts with a rotating electric fan strapped to 
each ear 

Clothes: 'Left socks by Barbra Zucchini of King's Road, and 
right ones by Flip (genuine ex-amputee). The labels inside 
all my best suits read “Take Six”, but these are just off my old 
Valium bottles: 
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It is election year in the United States, and incumbent 
President Johnny Cyclops is currently as popular as rabies. 
His chances of re-election in the fall are threatened by two 
major crises. In Moscow geriatric couple ‘Ma’ and ‘Pop’ Hopper 
have been seized by the KGB as suspected CIA infiltrators. And 
in Saudi Arabia the new revolutionary junta has decided to axe 
vital US oil supplies. 

Guided by his fanatical national security adviser The Deacon - 
aman with a personal hot-line to God - Cyclops realises there 
is only one option left to him to save the economic stability of 

Western civilisation and, more important, his job. 

hat option triggers a series of catastrophic events that 

ultimately results in 


Whoops Apocalupse 


is special report gives you the detailed background to the 
crisis. Within its lavishly illustrated pages you will 


* Spend a day with the President of America 
* Follow the fortunes of his film career as Tarzan 
* Discover the sinister inner workings of the CIA 


* Evaluate the West's frightening incapacity to cope witha 
nuclear war 


* Gain new insight into British politics and the meteoric rise 
of the Social Democrats 


* Learn the terrifying secrets of the KGB and Soviet Politburo 
* Be totally confused by the politics of the Middle East. 


Whoops Apocalypse sets the scene for The Last Story Ever Told. 
Buy it now while there is still time. 


EU Unwin Paperbacks Original Humour ISBN 0 04 827057 1 j 
LWT series created and written by Andrew Marshall and David Renwick £1.95 J 


